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THE PROPHET'S WIFE 



CHAPTER I 



Arthur Lee's sixth birth-day was a day 
of wonders. Just as the sun came peep- 
ing through the windows, father appeared at 
his bedside and whispered, 

"Come, little man; I have a present for you." 
In a second Arthur was by his father's side, 
pattering through the hall and down the long 
stairs to mother's room. 

"Quietly, son," whispered father; "mother 
has been quite ill. Can you be very still if I 
let you see what she has for you?" 

Arthur promised. He would have promised 
anything then for the silence and mys- 
tery that enshrouded this strange gift had 
quieted him as nothing else could. 

At the door an unfamiliar nurse smiled at 
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8 The Prophet's Wife 



him; but he pushed past her into the darkened 
room where his mother's face, as white as the 
pillows that surrounded her, smilingly bade 
him advance. Then the world seemed to stand 
still, and the words that usually came so fast 
deserted him. He fell on his knees at the bed- 
side. 

"Is it — mother," he stammered, "is — it — a 
— real little sister?" 

Father was now on the other side of the bed 
and he it was who answered, "Yes, son, God 
has sent you the best present in the world." 

Mother smiled up into father's eyes and he 
kissed her and then quietly lifted Arthur to his 
feet and bore him away. 

It was Sunday and the rain poured cease- 
lessly, but Arthur did not even know it, for 
all day long he kept vigil by the bedside, de- 
vouring with his eyes, "his baby, his little sis- 
ter." 

For days afterwards he stood at the gate 
for hours at a time and called to every one he 
knew, "Have you seen my baby? Her name 
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is Dorothy; do come and see her." At length 
the novelty wore off and the joy mellowed. 

One evening, a month after baby's birth, 
Walter and Clare, the parents, were talking 
and as usual planning and dreaming about the 
future. 

"It is so good for Arthur to have a sister," 
said Clare. "It will help him to be gentle. 
Sometimes he frightens me with the spirit of 
conquest he shows. I would hate him to grow 
up with a love for power and a determination 
to accomplish results at any cost. I suppose 
it is the spirit of the age, but it worries me 
to see it so pronounced in one so young. Tom 
laughs at me and says it is a pity that a pair of 
'star gazers/ as he dubs us, should have such a 
strenuous boy." 

"Never mind your brother," returned Wal- 
ter; "don't you know that relatives always 
know more about the bringing up of children 
than do their parents?" 

"Yes, than do their parents," repeated Clare 
slowly. "But, dear, something happened to- 
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day that disquiets me. Arthur came in and 
told me that he had knocked the Woods boy 
down, because he had declared that Dorothy is 
not Arthur's sister, because I am not his 
mother." 

Her husband's face became grave in a mo- 
ment. 

"This must be my last summer at the Bluff. 
The boy is very precocious and we must be 
careful." 

"You are quite right," agreed his wife. "It 
will be a wrench, but the dear boy's happiness 
must not be clouded." And her eyes wan- 
dered lovingly over the moon-lit waters of her 
own dear river as though bidding farewell to 
the scenes of her happy girlhood. 

There was silence on the porch for several 
minutes, then Walter, turning suddenly to his 
wife, caught her two hands in his and, look- 
ing straight into her eyes, exclaimed: 

"I believe you would even tear your heart 
out for his sake." 

"Ah! no," she answered; "some one comes 
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even before Arthur in this heart and as long as 
we are together we can carry these scenes with 
us and the memories of the summers beside the 
Hudson will always help us towards our ideal. 
But what a sentimental pair we are!" she 
laughed. "It is time we began to have sense, 
an old married couple; why we are more than 
two years married and here we are billing and 
cooing still I" 

"It seems like two days," announced Walter, 
"and if it is to be our last summer here I am 
going to be just as sentimental as I like." 

But here a great wail rent the air. 

"The baby is hungry," cried Clare, jumping 
to her feet. 

"Let Mary give her the bottle; do stay, I 
want you so much this evening." 

"But it is Mary's evening out; I must go. 
I told you we were an old married couple with 
no time for the sentimental side of life." And 
with a laugh she was gone. 
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CHAPTER II 



Ihe eight following years were for Clare 



* and Walter years of anxiety, sorrow, and 
care. During these years the angel of death 
had twice visited their home, taking two infant 
girls. Clare herself had passed through a long 
and critical illness and, to crown all, an un- 
fortunate investment had wiped away their 
entire bank account and they were now wholly 
dependent upon Walter's earnings in his prac- 
tice among the poor. The young lawyer had 
had to work hard during these years, for his 
practice among the poor (his chosen field in 
the days of his prosperity) was not lucrative. 

Poor Clare's pride was bitterly taxed by 
living in a cheap apartment. But never a 
murmur came from her; still her husband un- 
derstood as well as if she had spoken, though it 
was not until a certain afternoon, when he 
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came home unexpectedly, that the whole truth 
of what this poverty meant to her dawned upon 
him. 

Coming in early, he found her seated on the 
floor mending a great rent in the parlor car- 
pet. She with her weak back and beautiful 
white hands! His head swam and the blood 
tingled in every vein. 

She did not hear him and sewed on for sev- 
eral minutes before looking up. When she 
did see him, she started like a guilty child 
caught in some form of mischief. 

He assisted her to a rocker and flinging him- 
self into a chair by the table avoided meeting 
her eyes. 

"What is it, dear?" she asked. "Something 
has gone wrong to-day! Something has hap- 
pened?" She could not fail to see the suf- 
fering in his face, but misunderstood the 
cause. 

"Yes," he answered sadly, "and the ques- 
tion is, how often has it happened when I have 
not been here to see, and what else have you 
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been doing, you who were never meant for such 
work! I have been blind, buried in my own 
cares, taking things as they came and never 
stopping to ask what you are doing. I am 
almost glad God has taken your father and 
mother. What would they think of me had 
they seen you to-day!" 

"Don't be a goosie," whispered his wife, her 
arm about his neck and her cheek against his. 
"There never was a husband like mine." 

"Don't," he cried almost roughly, for him. 
"I have let you blind me too long. Only 
think, dear, if I should lose you! You know 
we men are selfish and our first thought is our 
own loss. My high ideals and lofty aims 
would die in the dust without your inspiration 
and co-operation. It is you and only you that 
keeps me from being like the rest of them, and, 
after all, perhaps the ninety-nine are right — at 
least their wives live in peace and comfort." 

"Walter P she cried, and there was a sob in 
her throat. "Don't malign yourself. You 
are depressed. Don't look at things through 
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blue glasses. I will tell Hannah to bring you 
a cup of tea; and, by the way, did you have any 
lunch? Of course, I knew you hadn't. Now 
that is what makes me cross. Suppose I were 
to lose you?" And with a smile and a kiss she 
was gone. 

During Clare's absence Walter fell into a 
reverie. Yes, he told himself, it was the first 
time he had stopped to think in eight years. 
Eight years! And what had she been doing 
all that time! Or rather what had she not 
been doing! True she had Hannah, but after 
all what was Hannah, a mere hoyden! Yes, 
he told himself bitterly, it is all very well to 
have high and noble ideals and let your wife 
scrimp and scrimp and wear herself out. His 
thoughts flew back to the day when she and he 
had stood together on the steamer and she with 
the enthusiasm and impetuosity that always 
carried her away had exclaimed: "I think it 
would be the grandest thing in the world to 
make the judge, the jury, and the world feel 
that the poor should have the lightest sen- 
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tences, for they have so many more tempta- 
tions than we have!" 

And he had answered: "Clare, how did 
you ever put it into words? How did you 
guess the secret aim of my life? I have 
dreamed of some such career ending with a 
judgeship that would teach the world mercy 
as well as justice. ,, 

In his present mood he called the Clare and 
Walter of that day a pair of idealistic fools. 
Well, they had tried to work out their high 
ideals and where had it brought them? To the 
very verge of poverty! And this very day 
he had spurned an offer that would have 
meant prominence for himself and comfort, 
if not luxury, for his wife and children. Why 
had he done it? He did not know. It was 
not he, it was Clare through him, he told him- 
self. But, from to-day, he would be different. 
He would be more firm; he would crush his 
boyish ideals and work for money, money, 
money, as they all did; he would smother that 
over-sensitive conscience, that pity and sym- 
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pathy for the poor that made him take a tenth 
part of what any other lawyer would take, 
when he won a case, and nothing if he lost it. 
After all, his first duty was to his wife and 
family. 

At this point in his meditation Clare re- 
turned bearing a tray, and he noted how much 
Hannah had done. However, he smiled his 
thanks and set to work — and to-day it was 
work — to accomplish what he knew his wife 
wanted, namely the utter annihilation of every- 
thing on the tray. While he ate she sat be- 
side him, talking brightly while her busy needle 
flew, for her hands were never idle. 

When he had finished he walked to the fire- 
place and stood looking into the coals. Clare 
felt something in the atmosphere, but, like the 
wise woman she was, she let things alone and 
waited for him to speak. 

At length he began, still looking into the 
coals: "Clare, after the Carey verdict this 
morning, which was, as we had hoped, one 
thousand dollars damages against the company, 
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a railroad agent named Green approached me, 
and after saying many flattering things 
about my conduct of the case ended by of- 
fering me the position of one of the assistant 
counsels for the road. Like the fool that I am 
I refused and lost my temper and said some- 
thing very hot and much louder than I meant 
to, so that the encounter was overheard by a 
number of the crowd, and like all crowds they 
joined Carey in three cheers for 'our lawyer,' 
as they call me." 

Clare's face flushed with pride and though 
she looked up she did not succeed in meeting 
his eyes. 

"Well," he continued, "I have decided that 
I have no right to decline this offer when it 
means so much to my wife and children. It is 
all very well to be independent when your 
bread and butter is assured and your wife and 
family comfortable, I am now going to write 
to Green and accept his offer. He left me 
with the remark, 'I'll hear from you later,' " 

There was silence in the room; the clock 



Digitized by Google 



The Prophet's Wife 



19 



ticked audibly and Clare sewed feverishly, 
though without looking up. The temptation 
was strong. No longer to scrimp, good clothes 
for the children, and to get out of this neigh- 
borhood — many thoughts rushed through her 
brain. 

Her husband walked over to his desk and be- 
gan to write. She watched him furtively. In 
five minutes the letter was written and he was 
about to seal it when he felt his wife's hand on 
his arm. He did not look up. 

"Give it to me," she said. He handed it to 
her and watched her as she walked away. In 
another moment he was by her side and they 
were both watching their temptation go up in 
smoke. 

"Dearest !" she whispered, her head on his 
shoulder. "Do you know I love you, Walter, 
not the Walter that penned those lines. Let 
us forget that to-night has ever been." 

"So be it," he replied as the last flame died 
into ashes. 

That evening Thomas Thornton, Clare's 
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brother, and Mabel, his wife, "dropped in," as 
they called it, and when Clare and Mabel had 
left the room Tom took occasion to speak 
plainly to his impractical brother-in-law. 

"See here, Walter!" he began. "What in 
the name of goodness is this tale that is going 
the rounds about you? You certainly man- 
aged that Carey case brilliantly and that 
speech, why it brought tears to even my eyes, 
and you know that is no easy thing to do. 
Old fellow, you have a brilliant future before 
you! Judge Nash remarked afterwards: 
"That Lee carries a man off his feet, for he 
feels and means every word he utters.' Now, 
why under heaven did you so quixotically re- 
fuse Green's offer? It would be the making 
of you and lead to all kinds of opportunities. 
And there is Clare. Of course, she's your 
wife, but hang it all, man. She is my sister, 
too, and the pinching does not make her grow 
fat!" 

The blood rushed to Walter's head. 
Though a quiet man he was hot blooded, and 
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sometimes Tom went too far on the strength of 
his brotherly affection. Walter had swal- 
lowed his anger on more than one occasion 
rather than have Clare suffer the grief that 
bad feeling between her husband and brother 
would have occasioned her. His old habit of 
self-control came to his aid to-night, and after 
a silence during which Tom puffed at a cigar, 
Walter quietly asked: "Which is worth 
while, a life of love or a life of wealth?" 

"That's just like you," replied Tom, "al- 
ways up in the air. Why not love and wealth 
together? A well-lined pocketbook helps love 
along." 

"Well, suppose you had to choose," insisted 
his companion, "suppose they did not go to- 
gether?" 

"Then give me wealth," said Tom desper- 
ately. 

Walter gave him a quick look and added: 
"Ask Clare how she would choose." 
"Oh, Clare is hopeless!" went on Tom. 
"She would even take to scrubbing rather than 



Digitized by Google 



SSL The Prophet's Wife 

give up an ideal, no matter how impossible of 
realization. But you are a man." 

"Yes," said Walter, his anger breaking out 
in spite of himself, "I am a man; therefore I 
should smother every spark of right feeling; 
I should give up all that makes life livable 1 I 
set out with the intention, neither maudlin nor 
heroic, of making my living out of service to 
the poor. Mercy and Justice have been my 
watchwords. I have tried to show the judges, 
the juries, the courts, that there is another side 
to crime in these criminal courts of ours. I 
have succeeded so far in a small way; just now 
you yourself have borne witness to the fact. 
However, I have failed on the money side. 
To take a fee that would be just to the poor is 
where the shoe pinches. I have not given 
Clare and the children the comforts which they 
should have, and God knows that is what is 
weighing on my mind to-night, but were I to 
give it all up to-morrow she would despise me, 
and though money might come peace would 
depart," finished Walter, in a voice suppressed 
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with emotion, and he strode out of the room 
and across the hall to his study, closing the 
door behind him. He knew that he had laid 
his heart bare to Tom and his pride revolted at 
the thought that he had exposed himself to the 
ridicule of this eminently practical brother-in- 
law. 

But this time he misjudged his companion, 
for Tom, not at all put out by his prey's re- 
treat, sat looking into the coals and musing 
sadly. 

"Great Scott !" he exclaimed, standing up 
and throwing his cigar into the grate. 
"You've got to admire him in spite of your- 
self! What possibilities and lost opportuni- 
ties! What is there about the man that makes 
you fall under his spell in spite of yourself?" 

As he and his wife walked home that even- 
ing, Tom asked: "Well, how did you come 
out? Did you scold her, and who got the best 
of it?" 

"Right always conquers," replied Mabel 
quietly. 
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"That's true, but what is right?" asked Tom 
slowly. "You are very brave in your own 
opinions until you see Clare, and in a second 
she has you around her finger. What is there 
about those two that bewitches and disarms one 
at every turn?" 

"They are sincere," she replied, "and though 
in moments of depression at Clare's sad cir- 
cumstances I try to make myself believe that 
she is all wrong, when with her I can not but 
see through her glasses. Oh! Why are the 
standards of God and the standards of men so 
opposed?" 

" YouVe got me," replied her husband, "and 
as philosophy never was in my line let us 
change the subject as we always have to do 
after these encounters. You are on Clare's 
side to-night, but where will you be to-mor- 
row?" 

"Wait until to-morrow," answered Mabel 
archly. 
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CHAPTER III 



The next evening Walter Lee hurried home 
through the dusk. He had had a strenu- 
ous day but it had also been a day of surprises 
and hopes that seemed too dazzling for realiza- 
tion. He ran quietly up the stairs, but not 
quietly enough to surprise the loved ones. 
Two pairs of sharp little ears were always on 
the alert after five o'clock, and before he had 
reached the door it was thrown open and the 
usual evening sight met his gaze, Arthur, with 
Dorothy in his arms holding her up for the first 
kiss, and mother in the background. 

To-night, instead of letting Dorothy have 
the first greeting as had grown to be the cus- 
tom, he reached over Arthur's shoulder and 
mother got the kiss; after that Baby and Ar- 
thur came in for theirs. 

"Why did you kiss mother first?" asked Ar- 

85 



Digitized by Google 



26 The Prophet's Wife 



thur when they were all seated around the 
hearth. 

"Because," answered father, "a kiss was all 
I brought her while I have picture books for 
you two in my overcoat pocket." 

This announcement was followed by a rush 
for the hall. 

When they were alone Walter drew his chair 
nearer to Clare's and began, "Dearest, things 
already begin to look brighter. That noisy 
encounter with Green, spectacular as some 
one called it to-day (though you know noth- 
ing was farther from my thoughts), has got- 
ten out and the whole district is alive with it. 
I am really ashamed of the publicity of the 
matter. It is even in the papers this evening, 
but wait, I am coming to the point. You know 
John King, who was to get the appointment 
in our district to fill the unexpired term of poor 
old Judge Knox? Well, King died suddenly 
this morning and they must name some one in 
his place by noon to-morrow, or the whole 
business will go to the courts. You know my 
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ambition in that line and I let some of the dis- 
trict leaders know it to-day. You see the of- 
fice seldom seeks the man in this great city of 
ours. Sweeny and Quinn seemed struck with 
the idea, and now that the district is singing 
my praises I have something to offer them in 
the way of a following. Tom should hear me 
talk now. He certainly would be satisfied 
with his brother-in-law. I am sure, how- 
ever, that if the politicians were not in their 
present fix, they would not even consider me, 
but they have put up some very unpopular 
candidates and in our district there is a split in 
the organization and my present popularity 
may be of service in helping to heal the breach. 
Many of the lawyers have come to me and 
promised to get up a petition on my behalf and 
altogether things look pretty bright just now." 

While he was speaking the door-bell rang 
and Walter opened to find a messenger with 
a letter for "Walter Lee, Esq." 

After reading the note he passed it over to 
his wife saying: 
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"Better than I dared hope." 

Then he seated himself at his desk and scrib- 
bled an answer, which the boy took and de- 
parted. 

"Who is Horan?" asked Clare. 

"Why, he is one of the leaders, indeed the 
one who has the Chieftain's ear." 

"How detestable," exclaimed his wife, "that 
a man like you must dance attendance upon a 
man like him!" 

Walter laughed. "He's not a bad sort; in- 
deed he is above the average and a man I am 
glad to have on my side. He has always been 
friendly towards me since the night I found 
his son lying on a doorstep. The poor lad had 
taken too much, perhaps for the first time, and 
had I not assisted him home he might have 
been taken by the police. I did not know then 
who his father was, but the boy has never for- 
gotten it. I doubt not it is he who has inspired 
this note. I believe the father adores him and 
spoils him most outrageously." 
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"Just like your own dear kind self," mur- 
mured his wife. 

Walter pretended not to hear and went on 
to show how necessary it was to have the back- 
ing of such a man as this Horan and Clare 
listened and became convinced against her 
will. 

After a hurried supper Walter started out 
upon his errand to the great man. 

The children were very much disappointed 
that "father" had not stayed to see all the 
wonders of the new books. Of course, mother 
read until she was hoarse — but they had 
mother all day. 

When Clare had read the last story in Dor- 
othy's book, "Diamonds and Toads," by name, 
she closed the book and quietly looked at the 
children. 

Arthur was buried in his father's easy chair 
and curled up beside him, her fair head on his 
shoulder, was Dorothy, fast asleep. 

After the baby, as they still insisted upon 
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calling Dorothy, had been tucked into bed, 
Clare resumed her seat by the fire. 

Arthur seemed lost in thought. "Mother," 
he asked slowly, his eyes still on the coals, 
"what is a stepmother, really V 9 

Clare tried to explain, adding that because 
the stepmother in "Diamonds and Toads" was 
cruel that did not mean that all stepmothers 
are cruel. 

"You are my real mother, are you not?" he 
asked, looking quickly into her eyes. But, as 
was his habit, he hurried on without waiting for 
an answer. "I remember when I was very 
small I punched a boy for saying you were not 
my real mother. We must have been very 
poor once because I remember playing on a 
dirty street with dirty boys and one named 
Joe, and you were very sick and you went 
away and they said God had taken you. I 
never thought of these things before but to- 
night when you went away with Dorrie I saw 
it all in the coals. Don't you see it too? But 
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what is the matter?" In a moment he was by 
her chair, his arms about her neck. 

"My precious," she whispered, and she 
pressed him tightly to her. Should she tell 
him to-night? He was so young. Why cast 
a cloud on his joy? Could she have but looked 
into the future that night she would have told 
him all; but she did what so many of us do, de- 
layed the evil moment. 

In his anxiety for her health the boy forgot 
his question, and not until he had bathed her 
head, which he insisted must ache, and made 
her comfortable on the couch would he consent 
to leave her. 

He had not been gone long when Tom and 
Mabel "ran in" on the way home from a con- 
cert. 

Clare put the question to them: "Should 
she have told him?" 

Tom thought, "No, let well enough alone; 
lots of time yet." Mabel said, "Wait until he 
asks again." 



Digitized by Google 



82 



The Prophet's Wife 



None of them, being human, could look into 
the future and dream under what circum- 
stances he would next ask the question. 

It was long past midnight when Walter 
came in with the good news that Horan was 
ready and willing to exert all his influence in 
the young lawyer's behalf and assured him that 
within the next twenty-four hours he would 
know his fate. 

"Thank God I" cried Clare impulsively, and 
her eyes, those eyes that spoke such volumes of 
faith and trust, were raised to the niche just 
over her husband's head, wherein reposed the 
statue of Our Lady of Lourdes, and her hus- 
band knew that she was not trusting to blind 
fate. Her refuge, in joy or sorrow now, after 
years of wifehood and motherhood and pov- 
erty and anxiety, was the same as it had been 
in her sweet care-free girlhood. 
1 His heart throbbed and he said within him- 
self, "How could any man live with her and 
not be raised, even in spite of himself, at least 
a little way towards her standards !" She 
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never preached her faith and trust; she simply 
lived it, all unconscious of the power she pos- 
sessed over those around her. 

Arthur and Dorothy were the only ones in 
the household who slept that night; hut all 
were cheerful and happy at breakfast time. 
Walter started off for the office with a lighter 
heart than had been his for many a long and 
weary year. 

When he bade his wife good-by he had not 
failed to warn her not to be too hopeful, but 
that if anything good came he would phone 
to the near-by drugstore and Arthur could 
bring the message over at lunch-time. 

When her husband had gone Clare thanked 
God she had so many duties to perform that 
she had little time to think, or rather fret. 
In spite of everything, however, the morning 
seemed eternal and several times she had al- 
most yielded to the impulse to run over to the 
drugstore and so end the suspense. 

Just when she had decided that she could 
not wait a minute longer a messenger appeared 
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with a note, the contents of which were: 
"Judge Lee sends his compliments to Mrs. 
Lee and will be home at five o'clock." Signed, 
"Walter." 

Clare's first impulse was to fall on her 
knees in thanksgiving to God for this sudden 
good fortune, her second to sink into the soli- 
tary easy chair to build castles for the future; 
but the boisterous entrance of the children cut 
short any such luxury. She longed for some 
one to whom she could tell the good news. 

When she did impart the joyful tidings to 
the children, Arthur's first question was, 

"Will he bring more books?" and Dorothy 
chimed in, "No, a doll and carriage." And 
Clare realized that they were too young to un- 
derstand anything about good fortune except 
what the world understands, and so she let 
their fancy have full play, and they returned 
to school building castles in which ponies and 
dolls, boats and automobiles, were hopelessly 
jumbled. 

Clare spent the greater part of the after- 
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noon in preparing an especially fine dinner and 
decorating the table for the occasion. She 
took the greatest delight in being extravagant 
in small ways, such as ordering flowers for the 
table and a salad from the caterer. She was, 
by nature, the soul of generosity and the years 
of poverty and saving had been a greater trial 
to her than they would have been to many an- 
other woman. 

Upon the children's arrival from school at 
three o'clock they announced that a brass band 
was coming to serenade father and that there 
would be fire-works and "everything" and 
they were so delighted at the prospect of the 
importance and prominence that this was to 
bring them that they quite forgot the doll, the 
ponies, etc. They were wild with impatience 
for the night, not because they wanted to see 
their father, but because they had heard that 
the band would not come until after dark. 

On the stroke of five the well-known step 
sounded on the stairs and in the mad rush 
mother far outstripped the children. She 
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threw open the door and Walter folded her 
in his arms. Not a word passed between them 
and the children stood by awed. They had 
rushed forward in a frenzy of delight but this 
quiet greeting made them feel, as Arthur after- 
wards tried to express it, "as if they were in 
church." They stood together holding each 
other's hands and gazing awe-stricken upon 
this unusual scene. 

Father now turned towards them and 
opened his arms for the big bear hug in which 
he insisted he could include all three. 

There was a mad dash and the merry child- 
ish voices added the crowning joy to that happy 
evening. 

Well, the band came and there were fire- 
works and speeches and that poor shabby flat 
had the proudest night of its life. 

When it was all over and husband and wife 
were at last alone, they began to devise plans 
for the future. 

"We can have a comfortable home and the 
children can attend better schools," declared 
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Clare, her eyes brightening at the prospect 
of moving at last from this noisy neighbor- 
hood. "And you, dear," she went on, "will 
be doing at last your life work, or is this the 
Judgeship?" 

"Time only can tell," answered Walter, a 
shadow passing over his face; but Clare did 
not see and hurried on. 

"Hitch your chariot to a star," quoted she 
with one of those quick challenging glances. 

He was not always able to follow her flights, 
those flights that he compared to the skylark's. 
At such times he simply waited, for he knew she 
must come to earth again, or at least as near it 
as she could come. 

"We will be content for the present, dear," 
he answered. "None of us can plan too far 
into the future." 

Clare rested her head on his shoulder with 
a deep sigh of contentment. 

"Thank God!" she murmured. "I have you 
to bring me down out of the clouds. You al- 
ways make the descent quite easy." 



Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER IV 

A sleepless night and the day of excitement 
had been too much for Clare, and she 
was hardly in bed before she fell into a pro- 
found sleep of exhaustion. Her husband, 
however, was too much excited for sleep. He 
had been through a trying ordeal and he had 
won the prize. No one, not even his wife, 
knew what that prize really meant to him. 
The goal of his boyish ambition had been a 
judgeship that would teach the world mercy 
as well as justice, a judgeship that would get 
behind the crime and discover the motive and 
so mete out punishment. To-day he felt this 
was the judgeship. Where could he serve the 
people best who needed him most but in the 
Court where their cases usually end for better 
or worse? And, after all, had it not been the 
poor that he had always meant to help? The 
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rich are much better able to obtain a hearing, 
if not in one court, why then in another. 

And Clare! Had not this also been her 
idea? And yet that question, "Or is this the 
judgeship?" had struck a discordant note. 
He knew she was ambitious and yet was she 
disappointed because he did not aim higher? 
He knew to-night that in his heart he did not 
want to go any higher. His life work seemed 
mapped out before him with absolute accuracy 
and precision. He felt almost ashamed to ac- 
knowledge this to Clare and yet why he did 
not know. Before going to bed she had ex- 
acted a promise that he would not work a mo- 
ment after twelve. Well, he had kept his prom- 
ise; but it was now nearly two and he was 
still too restless for bed. He put out his light 
and tried her prescription— of seeking rest and 
peace from the stars. 

As he looked he thought he was a boy again 
and the old ideals, the boyish dreams, even to- 
night, did not seem foolish or impossible of 
realization. His heart was just as responsive 
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to-night to the cry for mercy as it had been in 
his school-days when he had taken long walks 
through the dear familiar woods along the 
banks of the Hudson, the river of his love and 
of Clare's, for indeed he could never think of 
the river without thinking of her. He had, 
in those days, seldom let any one into his con- 
fidence. He had, now and then, let Clare, the 
happy carefree girl companion, have an inkling 
of what was passing in his mind and she had 
even been as responsive as the boy could wish. 
But he had not told all his dreams; he had not 
always been sure that even she would under- 
stand. Since his marriage and until to-day 
he had broken down the barrier, he had 
thought, forever; but, "Is this the judge- 
ship?" had again erected an invisible barrier 
and struggle against it as he would he could 
not deny its existence, and he felt that a long 
walk in the woods was again necessary to cool 
his blood and calm down his disappointment. 

"Three o'clock and you not in bed yet?" 

Walter started like a guilty child and al- 
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lowed himself to be led away to bed. In his 
dreams he visited again the old home on the 
Hudson and he and she were just boy and 
girl again, dreaming and doing, for neither 
had ever been content with merely dreaming. 
And the river air blew on his f orehead, and it 
was so cool and refreshing that he woke up 
like a new man and could not believe he had 
been dreaming. 

It is hard, sometimes very hard, for men, 
even for the gentlest and best of them, to thor- 
oughly understand a woman, and doubtless 
the same rule works the other way. 

Clare in her heart thought as her husband 
did; but she had the bad habit, or the unfor- 
tunate habit, of expressing the random 
thoughts that rushed through her brain. 
Walter, being a man, did not know how to dis- 
criminate, could not always tell which she 
meant and which she did not mean. He 
could not understand the rapid workings of 
her mind and the impulse a woman frequently 
has to express an opinion simply to be contra- 
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dieted. "Hitch your chariot to a star," had 
been a favorite quotation of hers, and she had 
used it to-night as a sort of challenge to him 
to be the star to guide her. She felt that he 
had within him the makings of a great man, 
and she wanted to know what he thought, con- 
fident that his decision would be hers also. 
All through their married life each had looked 
up to the other for strength and guidance, and, 
whereas Clare felt that she was the weaker 
vessel, she would have been surprised to dis- 
cover that Walter attributed all that was best 
in him to her, and he would have been aston- 
ished to learn that she leaned on his strength 
and looked to him for guidance. 

The morning papers announced, with flar- 
ing headlines, the important fact, that Walter 
S. Lee had been appointed magistrate for the 

District to fill the unexpired term of 

Justice Knox. Then followed a more or less 
distorted review of the new magistrate's en- 
counter with the railroad agent. He was de- 
scribed as the youngest magistrate who had 
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ever occupied the bench in New York, and one 
of whom great things were expected. The 
story of the first case he had pleaded in court 
was appended. It was in Judge Knox's 
Court and the judge had predicted that that 
young man would yet make his mark, a mark 
of an enduring character. 

It was just after Walter's marriage and be- 
fore misfortune had overtaken them. He was 

crossing 14th Street at Avenue, when he 

passed a man whose large gaunt frame and 
worn, hunted expression caused the young man 
to turn and look after him. Impulse said, 
"Go back and speak with him," but he resisted 
and had proceeded on his way only a few steps 
when he noticed the busy pedestrians stopping 
and gazing across the street. He followed the 
crowd and found that a policeman had arrested 
the strange man he had just passed. Walter 
walked up to the officer and asked, "What was 
the trouble?" 

"Thief," was the laconic answer. 

People in the crowd volunteered the infor- 
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mation that the man had been caught purloin- 
ing two apples from a fruit market. 

"The man is hungry," said the young lawyer. 
"Let me pay the fine and let him go." 

The policeman eyed the young man sus- 
piciously, then answered: 

"I'm attending to my business. It's the 
judge you will have to see." 

Walter knew that the man was right and in 
his heart cursed the red tape that obliges a 
man to become a machine and judge only by 
what he sees. However, he kept pace with the 
pair. When they neared the station-house the 
officer remarked : 

"I guess you're all right about his being 
hungry; but I saw him take the apples and it's 
not my business to ask why he did it." 

The Sergeant at the desk also looked at 
Walter suspiciously and when the young 
lawyer asked the prisoner if he might take his 
case, assuring him that it would be no ex- 
pense to him, the sergeant's smile became even 
more offensive. 
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Walter, however, kept his temper and ac- 
companied the man to his cell where, after a 
great deal of difficulty, he won the prisoner's 
confidence and heard one of the saddest stories 
of want and suffering. No work for months, 
a wife and six small children, two of whom 
were very ill, no food, no fire, a dread and 
hatred of charity organizations, etc. A heart- 
rending story, which is only too common in 
this great prosperous city of ours. The man 
was actually dying of starvation and his 
family were not far removed from the same 
state. 

When the interview was over, and the man, 
John Campbell, by name, had been assured 
that his family would be immediately cared 
for and his own case looked after, Walter 
started for the door. He intended, first of 
all, visiting an adjoining restaurant and send- 
ing in a substantial meal to the prisoner; but 
the very officer who had arrested poor Camp- 
bell had forestalled him and was, at that very 
moment, himself bearing a huge tray of edibles 
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to the hungry man. So the red tape had 
not penetrated beyond the blue uniform and 
the heart had refused to be made a part of the 
machine. 

The young lawyer hurried home to secure 
his wife's advice and assistance. Although it 
was now quite late she insisted upon accom- 
panying him to the Campbell home. 

No need to describe the sad sights that met 
their gaze. The poor mother had heard of her 
husband's arrest — bad news always travels 
quickly — but Walter assured her that no 
judge would punish a starving man, and his 
hope was so contagious that when the visitors 
left joy and peace remained. A doctor and 
a nurse were soon after ushered in and all 
necessary steps taken for the recovery of the 
two children. 

The following morning, when the case came 
up before Judge Knox, the young lawyer 
put the facts before the Court so clearly and 
forcibly and at the same time so pathetically 
that when he had finished there was not a dry 
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eye in the room; even the big policeman had to 
blow his nose audibly to hide his emotion. 

The man was dismissed and the judge, a 
white-haired old man, turned to Walter and 
said: 

"I understand this is your first case. I con- 
gratulate you on your conduct of it. Young 
man, you have a future. In a few years I 
will be gone, then may God or (with a wan 
smile) the politicians put you in my place. 
These people need you." 

Was it a prophecy! Strange to say, it was 
the vacancy caused by the death of the old 
judge that Walter had now been appointed to 
fill. 

As for John Campbell — the very man from 
whom he had stolen, moved by the young at- 
torney's eloquence, came forward in Court 
and offered employment to Campbell as 
driver of one of his wagons. 

A great cheer went up from the courtroom 
at this magnanimous offer. Few realized all 
it meant to the prisoner. It not only meant 
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steady work for him, but it also meant that he 
had not been branded as a thief, and it gave to 
the market-man the most faithful and devoted 
employee, as the succeeding years proved. 

This case had determined Walter Lee's vo- 
cation. Henceforth he cast in his lot with the 
poor for better or worse. He was their 
champion. He was not always successful, and 
time, energy, and brain-power were very often 
expended with very little result; however, 
faith and the hope of youth, and a good wife, 
he would have added, had helped him, and now 
he had attained the long desired goal, the 
judgeship. True, he was only a city magis- 
trate, but it was not the title he had wanted; it 
was the power with which the office invested 
him for which he longed, the power to temper 
justice with mercy. Added to this was a 
great peace of mind, for Clare and the chil- 
dren would at length have the ordinary com- 
forts of life. ... 

All was now bustle and excitement in the 
little flat. Carpets were torn up and curtains 
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and pictures were down, boxes and hampers 
were here, there, and everywhere. 

Dorothy danced about the rooms in delight. 
Change is so dear to the heart of a child, and it 
was moving day. 

Arthur looked quite serious and important 
as he moved here and there helping the men 
and actually directing the work. Clare 
watched him with amusement and admiration 
mixed. He was a born leader, that she had 
known long ago, but his power of organization 
was developing in bounds. He was so quiet 
and sure in all his plans; even grown men lis- 
tened to him and did as he suggested — or was 
it suggestion? To her it sounded more like 
commands. Though it amused her the* men 
seemed to take it seriously and she had to ac- 
knowledge that the boy was really guided by 
a plan and that there was reason and judg- 
ment in everything he did. 

In the midst of this chaos she sat in a rocker, 
just as Arthur had told her to do, calmly 
watching the work that an hour before she had 
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thought that she and only she could superin- 
tend. 

Walter was receiving the furniture at the 
new house and she was supposed to be direct- 
ing affairs at the flat, though she realized now 
that it was Arthur who was at the helm. 

As she sat there she thought of many things, 
principally incidents of Arthur's childhood. 
He was blooming into a fine manly boy. 
Honesty and fairness were his characteristics; 
in this he was like Walter; but, except for his 
gentleness and chivalry to the weaker sex, he 
and Walter had nothing in common. Of 
course, they both had magnetism, but even this 
was of a different order. Boys followed Ar- 
thur blindly, never asking a reason. His word 
was law, he imposed his authority relentlessly 
and they never resisted but took it all for 
granted. Walter, on the other hand, dreaded 
anything like a blind following and ever 
avoided making his authority felt. He was 
diffident and shunned praise. He was reason- 
able above all things. 
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Arthur, on the contrary, was fond of praise 
and very sensitive to blame and, she very much 
feared, loved power for its own sake. Of 
course, he was still a very small boy, really only 
thirteen years old, and the years would im- 
prove him and his sense of justice would al- 
ways be a safeguard. Perhaps, she argued, he 
would be more like Walter as the years went 
on; but when she thought of her husband as a 
boy, she felt that he had changed very little. 
He had never been over anxious to shine as a 
leader, yet she remembered how they had al- 
ways looked to him in perplexity. He had a 
way of helping people out of difficult places 
that was all his own. His quiet strength and 
surety of what he felt was right was, she knew, 
what they had depended upon. Arthur's ring- 
ing laugh and physical prowess had made him 
an idol among his school fellows, and his jus- 
tice and honesty in his dealings with all had 
made him admired wherever he went. At 
school classmates and teachers spoiled him, at 
home Dorothy looked up to him as a god, and 
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it was hard for Clare and Walter not to join 
the adoring crowd, which they did indeed in 
their hearts. 

Only one thing about him made Clare un- 
easy; it was his utter repulsion for the poor 
and ragged. He really fought against it ; but 
it was something that seemed to over-master 
him, and when Clare spoke of it to him and 
told him how very unlike his father it made 
him, he had answered, 

"I know it, but he and I are so very unlike 
in so many ways that I can hardly believe I 
am a real son to either of you." 

At this Clare had quickly taken alarm and 
so changed the subject. 

A little scene that she had come upon in the 
street only a year before recurred to her to- 
day, and it made her feel that, however hard 
he might be in this respect, he would never be 
unjust. Mercy tempering justice might come 
later. 

It was about four o'clock in the afternoon 
and a group of boys were frolicking along one 
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of the principal avenues on their way home 
from school. Ring Leader of all the fun was 
Arthur. As they neared the corner of West 
Street they came upon a poor unfortunate 
woman who was very heavily under the influ- 
ence of liquor. Some of the boys began to jeer 
at her and make fun of her. One of them, a 
weak, miserable looking boy, hung back from 
his companions and seemed to be seeking an 
avenue of escape. Arthur gazed at the woman 
with disgust, then back at the straggler. 

"Shut up, you fellows," he cried, "and Jim 
Barton why don't you be a man and help her 
home. A nice way for a fellow to treat his 
mother. You are a coward, you are! Come, 
fellows." 

And the others did as he ordered them, even 
poor Jim, whose young life was shadowed by 
such a heavy cross. 

Clare watched the poor boy assist his 
mother, for his mother she was, across the 
street and into a shabby apartment. Her 
heart went out to that miserable stunted boy, 
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but it was clearly a case in which she could not 
interfere. Arthur had not, she knew, given 
his order out of pity for the woman. It was 
his sense of justice that had prompted him to 
command the son to care for his mother; but 
he had no pity for the son and no understand- 
ing of what the disgrace meant for him. It 
was useless, she could not mold him as she 
would. Time and trouble, she knew in her 
heart, were the only things that could change 
him, and she shrank from the knowledge. 
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When they were once more settled in 
their new house and when Walter had 
been initiated into his new duties, plans were 
made to send Arthur to boarding-school. It 
would be a great sacrifice, but he needed the 
free open life of the country and, after all, 
the college was not so far away. He wanted 
to go and entered into all the plans with en- 
thusiasm. 

Dorothy was heartbroken at the thought of 
a separation, but when Arthur promised to 
write letters just for herself alone she became 
reconciled. 

During the six years that followed Arthur 
distinguished himself, for he was not only a 
good student, but a remarkable speaker and 
was put forward on any and every occasion. 
The world seemed to conspire to spoil him. 
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He certainly had a triumphantly happy boy- 
hood and youth. There was a haunting fear 
in Clare's heart that there would come a 
change in the tide some day, and how would he 
be prepared to meet it? What would come to 
the surface — the best or — ■ — But she refused 
to encourage gloomy forebodings. 

On his graduation day he carried everything 
before him, was the honor man and the orator 
of the day. Despite all the praise and admira- 
tion he was singularly unspoiled, grateful for 
all congratulation and anxious to minimize his 
triumphs. 

Dorothy was now fourteen and a very 
stately, dignified young lady, so she thought. 
She was proud to be escorted over the campus 
by Arthur's friends and treated as "a real 
grown-up lady," as she later confided to sev- 
eral of her girl friends. 

Walter stood a little apart from the others 
when the exercises were over and there was a 
far-away look in those kind brown eyes. Six 
years as a city magistrate had left their mark 
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on that quiet face. A single morning spent in 
one of these courts sends one home sick at 
heart, but what of six years of such mornings! 
To mete out justice tempered with mercy and 
still keep within the letter of the law, he found 
much harder than it sounds. They had been 
six years of storm and stress, for the conscious- 
ness of doing what is right "as God gives us 
to see the right," as Lincoln would put it, does 
not prevent mental suffering and can not al- 
ways conquer the human sensitiveness to in- 
justice and harsh, unrelenting criticism. 

Of these things Judge Lee had suffered his 
share and, poor Clare felt, much more than his 
share. His motives had been attacked and he 
had been accused of bidding for popular favor, 
of being ambitious and of having his eye upon 
something much higher than city magistrate. 
Base insinuations and ulterior motives were 
ever on some men's lips and in the editorials of 
certain dailies; he was even accused of trying 
to break down the laws of the land. Amidst 
the sorrow that all this criticism brought upon 
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them Walter never wavered in his course, and 
the respect and love and trust of the poor he 
counted as his compensation. 

Clare felt each unkind word uttered or 
printed against her husband as so many arrows 
in her own heart. "Why could they not let 
him alone! A man like him, one in a thou- 
sand, yes one in ten thousand! The soul of 
honor and infinitely patient with others!" 

As for Arthur, when he chanced to come 
upon any of these attacks his hot blood made 
him wish to go for the editor in true Southern 
style. 

"Remember, dear, they are only words," 
Clare would urge, arguing with herself that 
words could never hurt. But the argument 
never worked with either of them. 

"If there were even a bit of truth in them," 
he would argue. "Mother, how is it that there 
is so much injustice in the world? Why do 
people always want to believe the worst of 
other people?" 

"Oh, it is a bad habit," she had answered. 
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"Some people can not understand a good man; 
that is all." 

Young as Dorothy was she too had heard 
some of the criticisms, but being a very diffident 
child she had not showed what she felt, like her 
impetuous brother. She never spoke of it at 
all to her mother. She instinctively felt that 
it was too painful a subject and that her mother 
would try to make light of it. Dorothy's sol- 
ace was to put on her hat and go down to the 
little chapel around the corner to One who 
knew all, to whom she did not need to tell any- 
thing. There she could pour out her heart 
and quiet the rebellious feelings that would 
arise in spite of herself. 

On more than one occasion as she turned to 
leave the church she had discovered her mother 
in one of the last pews, and they had walked 
home together and had talked of everything 
but the subject that was nearest each heart. 

As the years went on the criticisms grew 
less caustic. People began to get interested in 
Judge Lee's queer sentences. A Western 
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paper gave an account of a morning in Lee's 
court and rehearsed a typical case. As the 
paper was a very influential one the eyes of the 
philanthropical world, at least, were turned to 
the New York judge who had sentenced a man 
to take his wife out in the evenings and to 
spend his money in the ten cent store. Of 
course every one wanted to hear the story and 
soon it flew like wildfire, and even New York 
became interested and the very papers that for- 
merly laughed at him soon begged for inter- 
views. Truly the tide was turning. Walter 
watched the turn with dismay. Hard as the 
criticisms had been this promised to be worse. 
A freak judge and a freak court were not what 
he had aimed at. Surely the world seemed 
bound to misunderstand; however he knew that 
with time the fad would pass — truth would 
triumph. 

The case that had attracted such wide at- 
tention through the Western paper's article 
was not strange or unusual in a city court and 
the sentence only one of many that the papers 
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had hitherto poked fun at or had sharply criti- 
cized. Briefly it was this: A certain man by 
the name of Smith had been charged with in- 
toxication. It was the second offense and the 
prisoner did not look for clemency and did not 
really seem to care. 

"Is this the first offense ?" asked the judge. 

"No, your honor, the second." 

"Tell me all about it," said the judge. 
"When did you first begin to drink?" 

"God only knows that," answered the man. 
"My parents both drank and they used to give 
it to me to keep me quiet. Why, when I was 
not more than five years old they used to find 
me dead drunk in the gutter. I grew up 
somehow and became a blacksmith and then a 
good girl came along. Well, we got married 
and she tried to keep me straight and for five 
years I was pretty good, but then the babies 
came, three of them, and there was sickness 
and babies crying all the time and my wife 
sickly and cross, and home was not much good 
in the evenings. Then I began to spend the 
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evenings in saloons and so forget things and — 
and — here I am, and it's hard on her," and the 
man's voice broke. 

"Yes," said the judge, "it is hard on her, 
with three babies and ill health; but tell me, 
as man to man, would it not be the worst of 
punishments to you to see your little babies 
experience the unhappy childhood that was 
yours? Would you not sacrifice everything 
rather than have them condemned to that? 
You have had a hard lot and have inherited 
tastes that are hard to fight, no one can tell 
how hard but yourself. But surely you don't 
want to pass this curse on ! Your parents did 
not care; but I know you do care. If you 
will be merciful to your children and your 
poor wife I will be merciful to you. Go home 
and fight a good fight. You have everything 
to gain. Take your wife out occasionally in 
the evenings. A cheap moving-picture show 
you can afford as well as a drink and she will 
enjoy it. She needs recreation as well as you 
do. When you feel a nickel burning in your 
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pocket, don't buy a drink, buy her a little pres- 
ent, etc." 

It certainly was a queer sentence, but it was 
justice tempered with mercy, and it saved the 
man instead of driving him to despair. 

Why this particular case had been made so 
much of neither Clare nor Walter could un- 
derstand, for to them it had been one of the 
simplest and most insignificant cases with 
which he had had tq deal. However, now that 
the great philanthropic world had begun to 
take notice, a great load had been lifted from 
the judge's shoulders. The great problem 
hitherto had been to find work for the so-called 
"criminal." How many crimes grow out of 
idleness and the despair that follows days and 
weeks and months of vainly looking for work, 
few of us realize. 

Walter knew that if the women, in any large 
numbers, became interested in finding work 
for these idle men much would be gained, for 
women have a way of accomplishing things in 
spite of difficulties; certainly Clare had, and 
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women in general, he knew, have a genius that 
way and are far more resourceful than men. 

On this particular June day all the world 
seemed glad, and as the judge looked at Ar- 
thur, the joyous June day personified, he 
wondered what the future would bring forth. 
Arthur had decided to study law. It was the 
ladder, he had announced, by which the Amer- 
ican man rises to eminence. Walter thought 
of Clare's favorite quotation, "Hitch your 
chariot to a star." Surely it was Arthur's 
also. At times he seemed a full son of hers — 
but the cold light that now and again appeared 
in his eyes, that certainly was not hers. Time 
and again the judge and his wife had discussed 
the influences of heredity and environment. 
He had always contended that heredity was 
blamed too much for the crimes of men and as- 
serted that environment has far greater influ- 
ence upon the formation of character. 

And yet, here was Arthur, living under the 
constant influence and inspiration of such a 
foster-mother as few boys have the good for- 
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tune to possess, and he was still hard and un- 
forgiving and most uncompromising toward 
so many of the poor and neglected. The di- 
vine spark of mercy would not light in his 
heart, that heart that was otherwise so warm 
and loving. At home he was affectionate and 
lovable and to his friends always loyal and 
faithful, but for the weak and erring, for the 
poor, he had no place in his heart. In the 
years before experience had ripened his wisdom 
Walter had been outspoken in his condemna- 
tion of the prophet who could not be a prophet 
in his own country, the reformer whose fol- 
lowers were counted by the hundreds and yet 
who failed to influence those nearest and dear- 
est to him, those who he had contended must 
know him best. It was humiliating to have to 
acknowledge that he was himself one of those 
despised prophets, another such reformer. 
Yes, so far in this respect he was a failure and 
if it were not for his belief and trust in the 
ultimate triumph of Clare's faith in the boy 
he would, indeed, have been sorely discour- 
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aged. But that she, who was his second self, 
would succeed in the end he never for a mo- 
ment doubted. All his hope was centered not 
in the prophet, but in the prophet's wife. 
Her triumph would be his triumph. 

To-day he felt that he was perhaps making 
a mistake in attributing too much to environ- 
ment and too little to heredity. After all a 
little truth might help to solve the problem. 
At any rate it was the boy's right to know. 
"To-morrow," he promised himself; but alas I 
to-morrow he was back again buried in court 
cases and lost to the little world about his fire- 
side. 

Aunt Alice and Uncle Jack Barnard had 
planned a trip to Europe as a graduating pres- 
ent for their favorite nephew. Arthur was 
delighted at the prospect of travel and gladly 
put off entering a law school for another 
twelve months. 

Dorothy also was invited; but though in her 
heart she longed to go she knew how very 
lonely her mother would be, for father had so 



Digitized by Google 



The Prophet's Wife 



67 



little time lately to spend with her, and Dor- 
othy knew that her mother had begun to de- 
pend a great deal on her daughter's compan- 
ionship. She did not for a moment, however, 
let her mother dream what a sacrifice it was to 
stay, and every one thought she had declined 
because she was nervous about the ocean trip, 
whereas she would, in reality, have loved it 
above all things. She fought the battle out 
alone in her own room with only Gypsie for 
company. 

"They think I don't care," she said as she 
stood her pet on her lap and held him tightly 
by the front paws. "They think I am afraid! 
Afraid of the beautiful blue ocean and — and — 

0 Gypsie! they don't understand. 'To yield 
with such a happy art that no one thinks you 
care!' People call that beautiful, but I don't. 

1 call it terrible and horrible, and if I don't 
run downstairs this minute and tell them that 
I do care and care awfully I don't know how I 
can stand it. And if I do, oh Gypsie, every 
one will be unhappy and poor me most of all." 
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Gypsie nodded his head and gave a little 
bark of encouragement and made a bound for 
Dorothy's nose. 

"Gyp I GypJ" she moaned, "why are you 
so happy when I am so unhappy? I always 
thought you did not have much heart but 
now — - — " 

Dorothy had been sitting with her back to 
the door and had not heard it open and before 
she knew it her mother was on the couch be- 
side her. 

"My poor, brave daughter !" In that dear 
voice was too much for the girl and she broke 
down completely. After the storm had sub- 
sided they had a quiet talk. 

"Don't you see, mother/ 5 she explained, "it 
is this way: If I went I would only be miser- 
able about you and your loneliness, so I really 
would not enjoy a moment. You see it is 
really just as selfish for me to stay home as 
that is the only thing that could relieve the 
misery in my heart." 

"But you have npt gone, so what can you tell 



Digitized by Google 



The Prophet's Wife 



69 



of that 'misery* in your heart?" asked her 
mother smiling. 

"Please, please do not ask me to go now. 
You have discovered my secret, but you 
wormed it out of me and so don't take advan- 
tage. Why did you not leave me to fight it 
out alone?" 

"Because," answered Clare, "it is not healthy 
for a girl not to have a sister. She needs one 
for a safety-valve, if not for anything else. 
Don't you know, dear, that nursed and secret 
sorrows grow in the dark, whereas a little light 
often makes them fade away?" 

"That is really what your sympathy has 
done for mine," answered the girl. "I won- 
der now I ever even wanted to go without you. 
I would be miserably unhappy. I am not at 
all the martyr I thought I was. Don't you be- 
lieve me, mother?" 

"Of course, darling. Now wipe away the 
tears and let us go out for a little walk." 
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rthur's one year in Europe had length- 



ened out to two. The boy had an infinite 
capacity for enjoyment and, like the rest of 
his life hitherto, everything had gone his way. 
Aunt Alice wrote, "I don't believe I shall ever 
want to bring him back. But there is one 
thing, Clare, I must tell you. He met a young 
girl on the steamer going over named Marie 
Dumont, with whom he has fallen madly in 
love. Of course it is only calf love, for what 
is he but a boy! Still I wanted to warn you, 
and if you wish him to come home sooner on 
that account just say so. We leave here in 
October at the latest." 

It was now June and Clare thought long 
and deeply over the letter. She and Walter 
finally decided to let matters drift, trusting to 
the boy's good sense and lack of the means to 
support a wife. 
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During the two years that Arthur had been 
abroad the world had not stood still. The mo- 
ment of reckoning had arrived, the day on 
which Judge Lee must cross the Rubicon. 
For eight long years he had dreaded this mo- 
ment, had hoped against hope that the even 
tenor of his magistrate days might never be 
disturbed, that nothing would ever loom upon 
the horizon that might again raise the ques- 
tion, "Or is this the judgeship?" After many 
years' experience the justice of his decision that 
this was the judgeship had become more and 
more apparent. He knew that it was and 
nothing would ever tempt him higher. But 
Clare! Was the prophet's wife tired of this 
humdrum life and did she still want the 
prophet to "Hitch his chariot to a star?" He 
ever avoided the question with her and from 
the unflagging interest she took in all his work 
he could not really believe that she was grow- 
ing cold in her enthusiasm and yet — and 

yet She was ambitious and her eyes were 

ever raised to the stars. . 
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A committee from the New York Bar ap- 
proached him to help them out, as the choice of 
the politicians for Judge of the Supreme Court 
was this year a man whom the members of the 
Bar could not endorse. The committee urged 
Judge Lee to accept their endorsement for the 
nomination. 

Walter braced himself for a battle. In this 
trial he feared he stood alone. No one would 
be able to understand his answer, not even 
Clare, he thought sadly. These thoughts 
rushed through the judge's brain while the 
men waited for an answer. He sat at his desk 
toying with a paper-cutter. At length he 
raised his eyes and, looking straight into the 
spokesman's eyes, gave his answer. 

"Gentlemen, I am deeply grateful for the 
honor you have done me this morning, and the 
memory that I have been offered this endorse- 
ment by the New York Bar will always be a 
consolation to me; but I regret that in justice 
to myself and my people I can not accept. 
My place is here on the magistrate's bench. 
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Other, wiser men could do my work, but no 
man knows the people in this district as I do. 
It took me years to reach the understanding 
that now is mine, and, before God, I think it 
is my duty to stay where I am. You will find 
many abler men for the Supreme Court." 

The men rose, and after each had wrung the 
judge's hand they departed without a word. 
They could not understand him, yet they re- 
spected him, as most men did. They were dis- 
appointed but not sorely so, for they knew that 
many able and learned men were clamoring 
for the position. 

After the committee had left him Walter 
took his place on the bench and the day's work 
soon drove the thought of the Supreme Court 
out of his head. It was not until he turned his 
steps homeward that he again thought of the 
morning. He dreaded telling his wife as he 
knew that if she were disappointed he could 
not fail to read it in her face, try as she might 
to hide it. "Is this the judgeship?" In the 
tone she had asked it in on that night, now so 
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long ago, it seemed to haunt him and echo and 
re-echo in his ears with increasing persistency 
at every step he took. 

His hand trembled as he turned the key in 
the latch, a sensation he had never before ex- 
perienced in all his married life. Heretofore, 
he had always been sure of what she would 
think and to-day, for the first time, he was un- 
certain. What if to-day something should 
come between them! He had not even waited 
to consult her before giving his answer. 
Would she feel that his act showed a lack of 
trust in her? 

Clare met him in the hall and helped him off 
with his coat. 

"Why, dear, you are as pale as a ghost!" she 
cried. "That court will be the death of you 
yet!" 

"Don't, don't make it any harder!" Walter 
groaned in a tone so unlike himself that his 
wife felt her strength suddenly leaving her, 
and she leaned against the wall for support, 
the gray eyes a sea of sorrow. 
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"Dear Walter," she faltered, "no trouble is 
too great if we share it. It is only suspense 
that kills." 

With his arm around her he led her down 
the hall to the cushioned window-seat. 
"Clare," he began in a sad dejected tone, "I 
have to-day thrown away an honor. I have 
refused the nomination for Supreme Court 
judge. I could not leave my people, my life 
work. I " 

He was not looking at her as he feared to 
read disapproval in those dear eyes. She had 
grown still, ominously still. 

"Dear little wife," he cried beside himself 
with grief, "if you are so very unhappy I will 
reconsider it, I will. Oh, if you only under- 
stood!" 

"Understood!" cried Clare, springing to her 
feet. "Walter Lee, have you lived with me all 
these years for nothing? Oh, you have never, 
never known me," she moaned, sinking down 
again among the cushions, her eyes averted. 
The grief in her voice seemed too deep for 



Digitized by Google 



76 The Prophet's Wife 



tears. If she had broken down and treated 
him to a tearful scene, as many another woman 
in her place would have done, he might have 
known better what to do. Coaxing and sooth- 
ing heal such wounds. Her very strength 
spoke the depth of her grief. It disarmed him 
completely. Could mere disappointment over 
a rejected honor go so deep? No, he told him- 
self, assuredly no. He had hurt her, perhaps, 
mortally in some way. He was stunned. 
Could it be that he had misunderstood her, that 
he had wronged her? Oh, the mingled joy and 
agony of that thought! After all, could it be 
that she thought him right? 

"Walter," she broke in, and the depth of 
sadness in her voice cut him to the heart, "must 
I tell you in words, that I would have despised 
you had you accepted that nomination, or had 
you even given it a moment's consideration? 
My idol would have fallen. I thought," and 
there was a catch in her voice, "that we both 
understood what the judgeship meant." 

Then it was true! He had wronged her! 
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In a moment he was beside her, humble and 
penitent, pouring out the story of the last eight 
years, those years that had followed the ques- 
tion, "Or is this the judgeship V 9 and, "Hitch 
your chariot to a star." 

When he* had finished she caught the dear 
face in her hands and looking into those deep 
brown eyes said: "How could you so mis- 
understand me! and yet I don't wonder, for 
often I can not understand myself. I am 
ambitious; I was terribly so at school; I loved 
to come first and to win the principal medals; 
and for you nothing to me seems impossible; 
your abilities seem great enough for the high- 
est post of honor and responsibility, but long 
ago, in fact on the very night and at the very 
moment I struck the jarring cord, I had de- 
cided that this was the judgeship. I do not 
know how I came to say 'hitch your chariot to 
a star/ It might have been the 'last kick/ as 
Arthur would say of my old worldly ambition. 
Since that night I have never been tempted 
again. However, I must acknowledge that 
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had you told me the nomination h$d been of- 
fered you and you had not given your decision, 
I would have had a dream of my own dear 
gifted husband in the most honorable position 
his profession can offer and of myself as his 
wife. Oh, it would have come and I would 
have let it come, for I would know I had the 
strength to let it go, just as we burned Green's 
letter in the old days. No, no, don't say you 
are sorry again. I gave you enough reason 
to doubt my feelings. Let it end here, dear. 
I hear the bell; some of your people, I sup- 
pose. How their eyes would haunt me if I 
were Mrs. Supreme Court Judge!" she added 
with one of her mischievous glances. 

And, in spite of himself, Walter could not 
resist a smile. 

"There now," she cried, "you look like your- 
self again. Go, the man is waiting." 

He left her reluctantly and returned in a 
moment to announce that he was obliged to go 
downtown with his visitor. 

The dinner was on the table. Dorothy was 
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away for the night and Clare knew that she 
would have a lonesome meal and a long even- 
ing; but she smiled brightly into her husband's 
face and said: 

"It is too bad, but you know best. Good-by 
and be sure to get something downtown." 

When he had gone she forced herself to take 
a cup of tea and then retired to her cozy sit- 
ting-room and closed the door; not that there 
was any one to disturb her, but for the feeling 
it gave of security from interruption. After 
all, it was good to be alone for a few hours and 
she had so much to think about. She was not 
morbid nor given to self analysis, but to-night 
she wanted to fight the battle out in her own 
heart, knowing full well that this was the only 
road to peace. She did not for a moment 
blame him for doubting her feelings on this 
vital subject, especially after he had reminded 
her of her own words on that memorable night. 
It really was no wonder he had feared her de- 
cision and yet she would not have been a 
woman had the thought not come into her head, 
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"He should have trusted me; he should have 
known me after so many years." But she 
resolutely put these thoughts away. She re- 
membered how, when she was a school girl, she 
had longed for a friend, some one who would 
feel for her and understand her perfectly. 
Surely in the years that had gone by her hus- 
band had come nearer to that standard of a 
friend than she had ever dreamed of any one's 
coming; yet even he had not understood this 
time. 

"It is impossible," she concluded; "two hu- 
man beings can not understand each other per- 
fectly; nothing perfect does exist on earth." 

When Walter came home late that night, 
what promised to be the saddest day of their 
married life ended, as he expressed it, in "an 
understanding that passed all understand- 
ings." The mist that had obscured his sun 
so long was gone forever, dispelled by the most 
brilliant sunrise of his life. 
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hen Dorothy returned from school the 



▼ ▼ following afternoon the mother could 
not keep the news until the daughter had re- 
moved her wraps and she burst out with: 

"They have offered father the Supreme 
Court judgeship." That was all she said; and 
she studied her daughter's face. 

The brown eyes, so like her father's, opened 
wider, but she only answered, 
"Well!" 

"Well!" echoed her mother exasperated. 
"What a girl you arel Do you for a moment 
know what it means?" 

"Yes," answered Dorothy quietly. "It 
means that he would have to leave his people 
and that, of course, he would never do." 

"You certainly are your father's daughter," 
exclaimed her mother impulsively and with a 
note of disappointment in her voice; for, of all 
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things, Clare loved a dramatic climax and it 
took the spice out of the news when she found 
that Dorothy took it for granted that her 
father would reject the offer. At the moment 
she longed for Arthur for, after all, she loved 
opposition and startled surprise. 

Dorothy misunderstood the source of her 
mother's disappointment, and holding her chin 
very high in the air (this at least she had taken 
from her mother) announced, "I am proud of 
being my father's daughter," and immediately 
left the room. 

The mother understood that the daughter 
was on the point of breaking down and, again 
like her father, she showed the white feather 
rather than exhibit her feelings. 

After this little scene the mother's heart 
went out to her child and Clare came to the 
conclusion that Dorothy needed more young 
companionship. She loved this only daughter 
madly and perhaps, she thought, selfishly, and 
kept her too much in her own society and that 
was not a normal life for a young girl. 
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Several of Dorothy's classmates, her cousin 
Mabel among the number, were, in September, 
to be enrolled as students at the dear old Con- 
vent on the Hudson, Clare's own Alma Mater. 
The mother knew that her daughter, in her 
heart, longed to accompany her friends but 
was too unselfish to mention the fact. 

Clare now determined that Dorothy should 
go. Arthur would be home in October and, 
after all, she could see her "girlie" twice a 
week. "Yes," she told herself, "selfish love is 
not the true love." 

Half an hour later Dorothy returned to 
say she was sorry for the abruptness of her 
departure. 

"Don't you know dear," declared her 
mother, "that there is no one I could more 
wish you to be like than your father? He is 
far and away above me, daughter dear; but 
there, do not let us talk of it any more. I have 
a plan. You are going to St. Jerome's in 
September. No, no, I have decided, and I 
shall have Arthur back and " 
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But Dorothy was crying, Dorothy, who al- 
ways showed such a brave front 1 

"Don't you want to go, dear?" questioned 
her mother quietly, and between the sobs Clare 
made out that her daughter's heart was broken 
because her secret sorrow had been unearthed. 
She did not dream that her mother knew that 
she really longed to go and, truth to tell, 
Clare's clear intuition, not any word or action 
of the girl's, had surmised the secret. 

That night father and mother talked it over 
for more than an hour. He fully realized all 
it meant to his wife, whose power of loving 
was as deep and full as her own nature. He 
made only tentative objections, for he knew 
that when it came to making a sacrifice that 
she felt to be necessary, with Clare there was 
no looking back or indulging in useless re- 
grets. 

"Could she not get as good an education in 
a day school?" he asked by way of argument. 
"No, no; you don't understand. It is the 
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atmosphere, the something indescribable that 
never leaves you all through life." 

"Well," he rejoined, "if boarding-school had 
anything to do with helping you to be what 
you are, then send her by all means." 

Clare had to laugh at his unusually strong 
language. 

Like his wife, Walter was a strong believer 
in that doctrine of FroebeFs, that the child who 
lives out his life naturally, normally, stage by 
stage, neither prolonging nor hurrying the 
stages, is the child who will attain a perfect 
development. That Dorothy was becoming 
grave and thoughtful beyond her years, he had 
of late noticed on more than one occasion. 
Now he understood the cause; she was repress- 
ing herself unnecessarily. "To yield with 
such a happy art that no one thinks you care," 
may be very well for grown-up saints, but for 
children — and Dorothy, he felt, was really still 
a child, it was forcing nature. The girl would 
grow up morbid if she began so early to re- 
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nounce her healthy, natural desires. There 
was not the slightest fear of her becoming self- 
ish. As her mother expressed it, "There was 
not a selfish bone in her body." 

The sea air was prescribed as a tonic for 
Dorothy's state of mind. So the summer 
passed in a cottage by the sea. They were all 
lovers of the sea, Clare passionately fond of the 
ever-changing yet changeless scene. Aunt 
Mabel had taken the adjoining cottage and 
Mabel, Tom, and Frank provided young com- 
panions for Dorothy. They all decided that 
it promised to be an ideally joyous summer. 

One morning in the beginning of August 
Mabel came running over to Dorothy, breath- 
less. 

"Guess what!" she cried. "Mother has 
asked that old Dr. Joe down for a couple of 
weeks. I just hate him. He is so serious 
and so cracked about music, your kind, not 
mine. I am sure I don't know what we will 
do with him. It was so nice here and now he 
is going to spoil it alll" 
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"Dr. Joe/' repeated Dorothy slowly. "Oh, 
yes, now I remember him. I heard him sing 
once at your house. It was a sad song and I 
cried like a baby. Though I tried to hide the 
tears he noticed them and immediately began 
to sing a funny song about a fisherman. You 
and the boys enjoyed it and laughed, but I was 
mad at him and thought I would never speak 
to him again. I wonder what he is really 
like!" 

"Well, you will find out pretty soon," re- 
joined Mabel, "for he is coming and we have 
got to make the best of it. I hope he will 
bring his banjo. He is in a cripple hospital 
and I believe the youngsters are wild about 
him. He plays the banjo for them and sings 
funny songs and does all kinds of stunts till 
they are nearly in convulsions. Queer, he is 
not a bit like that with us! You would think 
butter would not melt in his mouth." 

After Mabel had gone Dorothy thought over 
the conversation and wondered if she would 
like this "Dr. Joe." If the children loved 
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him surely there must he something very 
likable about him, for they seldom are mis- 
taken. She remembered hearing her mother 
and Aunt Mabel talking about him a few days 
ago. Aunt Mabel had said Joe was working 
too hard, and one of the doctors at the hospital 
had advised him to take a rest, and she knew 
he had very little means to take a holiday, so 
she was going to ask him down to visit her. 
She knew, however, that he would not come un- 
less he knew he would be of use in some way. 
"I have told him that we are nervous about 
your being so far from a physician and want 
him to be near you for at least a few weeks. I 
feel sure he will fall into the trap." 

Clare smiled. "Mabel, dear, you have not 
changed a bit. You will always find a way 
to do a good deed. I will be glad to see dear 
little Joe, for as such I always think of him." 

At the time Dorothy had not paid much at- 
tention; but now that she knew "Dr. Joe" was 
the Joe who had made her cry, by his song, 



Digitized by Google 



The Prophet's Wife 89 



she was interested and wanted to know why 
her mother thought of him as "dear little Joe." 

"Mother," she asked a few moments later, 
as the former joined her on the porch, "did you 
know 'Dr. Joe,' as they, call him, when he was 
little?" 

Clare gave her daughter a startled look, but 
answered quietly; "Yes, dear, I did know him 
when he was little. One summer I saw a great 
deal of him when he was a mere baby, not more 
than five years old. He was at the Bluff and 
we all grew to love him. But, dear, do not 
talk of those days. There are troublesome 
thoughts connected with them." 

Dorothy was surprised and her curiosity 
aroused, but she kept her thoughts to herself. 
She was young enough to feel a thrill at the 
suspicion of a mystery, and the tears sprang to 
her eyes at the suggestion that her mother had 
a great sorrow that made the past painful. 
What had Dr. Joe to do with it all? 

An invitation to a sail sent her thoughts 
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away from Dr. Joe and his mysterious con- 
nection with the past; nor did the thought of 
him again enter her mind until the morning of 
his expected arrival. 

On this particular morning Dorothy and 
Mabel were sitting together in a shady corner 
of the latter's veranda. The boys were on the 
steps mending a net. Tom, aged fifteen, and 
Frank thirteen, were good-natured boys full 
of animal spirits, and the greatest teasers ever 
born, so the girls thought. 

"He is coming this afternoon," began Mabel. 
It was not necessary to mention his name for 
few visitors found their way to Sea View. 

"You mean Dr. Joe?" asked Dorothy. 
"Tell me, Mabel, why do you all call him Dr. 
Joe? What is his real name?" 

"Smith, Dr. Smith, I suppose," answered 
Mabel, "but no one calls him that. Dr. 
Keene, our doctor, calls him Dr. Joe, and every 
one at the hospital does the same and even 
mother. He has been coming to our house for 
several years; but I have seldom been in when 
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he called and if I did happen to be at home I 
usually escaped as soon as I could. I never 
feel comfortable with him; I don't know why, 
but he always seems so serious and then mother 
talks of him as if he were a wonder in every 
way, and I hate wonders. They say, though, 
that he is really remarkably bright and has 
marvelous hands, so white and strong and deft, 
in a surgical way, as well as I can make out. 
I am sure I was never much interested but 
you seem to be, so I will go on. Well, Dr. 
Home, the great specialist in children's dis- 
eases, thinks a heap of him, and mother says 
that when Dr. Joe's term is up at the hospital 
Dr. Home will take him as his assistant. 
That is really all I know about him except that 
he holds his head up in such a funny way, as if 
he were trying to say 'cock-a-doodle-do/ But 
he really is not conceited and Frank says per- 
haps he got that habit from trying to look over 
Dr. Home's shoulder; you know how awfully 
tall Dr. Home is. Mother knew him long 
ago, but she will never answer any questions 
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about him; she always changes the subject and 
I don't care enough to press the point." 

"Gee, here comes the melancholy sphinx!" 
cried Frank, and he and Tom dropped their 
net and made a rush for the door, and Mabel, 
to Dorothy's disgust, followed her unmannerly 
brothers' example and disappeared into the 
house. 

Dorothy was thoroughly angry with Mabel, 
but the boys were beneath her notice. She 
rose, with all dignity, to meet the guest whose 
premature arrival had caused such a rout. 
She flushed for her cousins and extended her 
hand. She wondered if he would remember 
her. As he took her hand she glanced up at 
him with greater curiosity than she realized. 
"Yes, he did hold his head up a little too high 
and his hands were all that Mabel had said — 
but his eyes! Mabel had not mentioned the 
deep-set blue eyes that looked you through." 
Dr. Joe treated Dorothy to one of his rare 
smiles as he asked : 

"Miss Dorothy, is it not?" 
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"Yes," replied the girl smiling back. "I 
hardly thought you would remember; I was 
such a baby then." 

"Remember 1 How could I forget ? I have 
never sung that song since." 

"Oh, why not?" asked Dorothy. "I hope 
you will sing it while you are here; I love 
it." 

"Then I shall certainly sing it," answered 
her companion. 

"But, why have you never sung it since?" 
insisted the girl. 

"Because it made you cry and that was the 
greatest compliment I ever received; so I have 
not liked to repeat it to a less sympathetic 
audience." 

Dorothy was mystified. She felt that he 
was not just making phrases, and yet why was 
he so deadly in earnest about so little? It was 
this, no doubt, that made Mabel dislike him. 

An audible snicker from the unmannerly 
boys, who had secreted themselves in some 
bushes just below the veranda, broke the spell 
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and Dorothy turned towards the door, her head 
very high. 

"I must not keep you here," she explained. 
"Aunt Mabel should know of your arrival," 
and she led the way into the house. 

Mabel now appeared with a sweet uncon- 
sciousness that ill became her, Dorothy thought 
with heat. Her greeting was as cordial as it 
would have been to her best friend and she did 
not seem in awe of him at all. 

When Aunt Mabel had joined them Dor- 
othy escaped to the veranda where, in a few 
moments, she was joined by Mabel. 

"Now don't be mad," began the latter. "I 
really can't help it; he always makes me feel 
like running." 

Dorothy thought of her cousin's greeting to 
this fearsome individual and sighed. 

"Well, it is no affair of mine, but if he saw 
you I should think you would be ashamed of 
yourself." 

"Bother it all, what do I care what he 

thinks!" 
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"Your brothers though 1" continued 
Dorothy. "They hid themselves somewhere 
and gave audible snickers. It was awful." 

It was with difficulty that Mabel suppressed 
a smile; but she tried to pretend she was angry 
and, holding her head very high, announced. 

"I am very sorry that my brothers' behavior 
does not meet with your approval. Suppose 
you undertake their training in future and re- 
lieve me of further burdens." But it was im- 
possible for good humored Mabel even to dis- 
semble anger and she ended up with: 

"I am going this minute to tell those boys 
what their cousin and sister think of them." 
And she ran down the steps in search of the 
miscreants. Dorothy knew from experience 
how it would end, for Mabel was very much of 
a boy at heart and would enjoy all the boys 
had to say of the "sentimental conversation," 
as they would call it. 

The two girls were good friends and rarely 
disagreed to the point of a quarrel, which was 
really due to Mabel, who was possessed of such 
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imperturbable good humor that no one could 
make her lose her temper, if she had one to 
lose. As for understanding each other, the 
cousins were as far apart as the poles. Mabel 
was mostly on the surface, while there were 
depths in Dorothy's nature of which neither 
she nor any one else yet dreamed. She was 
usually diffident and spoke little of what was 
in her heart to any one. With her mother she 
was almost as reticent as with any one else, 
and as Clare was very different by nature she 
did not always understand her more reticent 
daughter. The mother had a horror of forc- 
ing a confidence, and many times when the 
daughter had been on the point of asking ad- 
vice or of giving a confidence Clare had sud- 
denly changed the subject, misunderstanding 
the cause of her daughter's hesitation. The 
girl needed so much encouragement though 
her self-reliant manner deceived even her 
mother at times. The dearest and best mother 
can not always dream of what is going on in 
her daughter's heart, especially when that 
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daughter is over-sensitive and apt to take 
fright at the first signal of loss of self-pos- 
session. 

Dorothy was jealous of her own thoughts 
and aspirations, yet she would often have been 
relieved and glad had her mother wormed her 
secrets out. 

Clare, however, could not conceive of such 
a state of mind. Hers was what would be 
called a well-balanced mind. She was sensi- 
tive but not supersensitive and could not un- 
derstand her daughter's morbid fear of ridicule 
or regret at letting any one, even the dearest, 
see into her heart. She did indeed suspect 
a little of this supersensitiveness on the girl's 
part; but the greatest help in such a situation 
would have been a fellow feeling, and this, by 
the laws of nature, Clare could never have. 
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Dobothy crossed the lawn slowly. She 
had heard her Aunt Mabel say to Dr. 
Joe : "I am so glad you came. It will be such 
a relief to us all." Was there, then, really 
anything serious the matter with her mother's 
heart? She knew that her mother had had 
a slight attack a month ago and that she had 
always suffered more or less from palpitation; 
but could it be that she was getting worse? 
She saw her father alone on the porch and went 
straight to him to ask the question. But he 
saw her approaching and called out, 

"My, my, what a long face! Has Dr. Joe 
been too much for you, too?" 

"I don't see why you all are in a conspiracy 
to malign him," she answered. "I fail to see 
anything melancholy about him, and he cer- 
tainly has better manners than any of my 
cousins." 

98 
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Judge Lee looked at his daughter with a 
twinkle in his eye. "Joe certainly has a warm 
defender!" he laughed. "But, come, tell me 
what is the trouble. Have you and your 
cousins agreed to disagree?" 

"Nothing of the kind," declared Dorothy. 
"It is impossible to quarrel with Mabel. But, 
father, tell me, is there anything serious the 
matter with mother's heart?" Then she re- 
counted Aunt Mabel's speech. 

He looked grave a moment, then answered, 

"No, there is nothing serious, but one can 
never take chances with heart disease, and any 
great excitement or sudden grief might be 
dangerous." 

"That is really all?" asked the girl earnestly. 

"Really all," he repeated. 

"Well, we will keep all excitement from her; 
and had I not better make her give up the 
housekeeping and let me do everything?" 
went on Dorothy earnestly. 

Judge Lee's brown eyes met the two eyes so 
like his own. 
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"How about the boarding-school?" 
"I shall not go," replied the girl with an air 
of finality. 

"Oh, yes, you shall, daughter dear. Mother 
wishes it, and don't you know that it is wise 
to save one's strength for really necessary 
sacrifices? Trials will come fast enough; you 
will not need to reach out for them. It is 
nobler to accept those that are chosen for us; 
and, dear girlie, in the years to come, doubt- 
less, you will have your fair share of them. So 
save your strength now for the time when it 
may be needed which, God grant, may be in 
the very distant future." 

Dorothy felt a little hurt and choked the 
tears back. He seemed to be making light of 
her love for her mother and calling a sacrifice 
what never should have the name. Yet in her 
heart of hearts she knew that he was right. 
She would indeed suffer deeply if she had to 
give up boarding-school, no matter how much 
she might not want to feel it. Had she that 
day been able to read the future she would have 
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known that she had sore need of all the 
strength these two calm years had the power 
to give. 

"No more solemn looks or thoughts to-day," 
announced her father. "Smiles are all the 
sacrifices we want just now." 

Walter came nearer to understanding the 
tortucus workings of his daughter's mind than 
did her mother for, after all, she was more like 
him than like his wife. She was young, he 
knew, and very much given to thinking, a habit 
he felt was not healthy. 

That evening Mabel came over and besought 
Dorothy to join them in a walk along the 
beach. "It's moonlight and beautiful," she 
rushed on, "and romantic and — and — you don't 
seem to mind Dr. Joe, so we count on you help- 
ing us out. By the way, he and your mother 
had a long talk this afternoon and Tom heard 
her say when she was going, 'You will not for- 
get? Dorothy knows nothing.' Wasn't it 
queer?" 

Dorothy thought it certainly was queer, but 
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her strong sense of honor made her try to for- 
get a remark that had not been meant for any 
ears but the Doctor's. What was the mys- 
tery? The plot surely was deepening. 

The August moon was just visible above the 
horizon, ' ' Coming directly out of the ocean," 
the boys declared, as the party started off for 
their stroll. Mabel had provided herself with 
an escort in the shape of a half grown boy 
from the hotel. Dr. Joe naturally fell to Dor- 
othy. The boys were now far in advance, as a 
"stroll" did not and could not appeal to them; 
a race would better describe their mode of cov- 
ering the ground. 

Dr. Joe was at his best and again the girl 
wondered where the "melancholy sphinx" came 
in. 

"I hope you are going to sing for us often 
now that you are here," she began. 

"I am afraid," answered the young man, 
"that I have disappointed your cousins, for 
it seems they expected me to bring my 
banjo." 
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"I'm glad you didn't," declared Dorothy; 
"the banjo and the ocean!" 

Joe laughed. "That's just it. I only play 
it to amuse the little cripples. I do not know 
much about real music and I feel as you do 
about the banjo and the ocean." 

They both laughed and Mabel and her com- 
panion stopped and waited for the pair to over- 
take them. 

"You two seem to be having a good time. 
What's the joke?" 

The truth of the matter was that Mabel had 
found her companion a bore and wanted to es- 
cape. As was her wont, fortunately she did 
not wait for an answer, but hurried on. 

"Do let us rest here. I am tired to-night 
and maybe Dr. Joe will sing us one of his 
songs, even if he did forget his banjo." The 
last with deep regret. 

"What shall I sing?" asked Joe, for he was 
always willing to oblige. 

" 'After the Ball,' 99 answered Mabel with 
alacrity. 
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"Mabel!" gasped Dorothy in disgust. 

"Well, that's my taste," announced Mabel, 
nothing daunted. 

"I really can not recall the words of that 
song; I know only the air. How would 'An- 
swer' do? It's a popular song and might even 
suit Miss Dorothy." 

Dorothy wondered what he meant by "even 
Miss Dorothy," but she guessed that he wanted 
to choose a song that would appeal to both. 

"I don't know it," said Mabel, "but go on, 
let's hear it." 

And Joe did "go on." 

The girls sat very still all during the song, 
Dorothy with her eyes on the ocean, Mabel 
peering back toward the hotel and trying to 
catch a bar or two of the dance music. When 
he had finished Mabel rose hastily exclaiming: 

"It was very nice but too sentimental, and 
James and I are going over to have a couple 
of dances. You can wait for us here if you 
would rather look at the moon and sing." 

She did not know how to explain it, but 
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there was something in his voice that brought 
back the uncomfortable feeling she frequently 
experienced in his company. 

After they had gone Dorothy turned to J oe, 
"It was perfectly beautiful and I love your 
voice; it makes me forget myself altogether. 
Now sing my song; no one else is here and I 
promise I will not cry this time." 

"It is such a sad song though," he objected. 
"Perhaps something else would do." 

"No," insisted the girl, "something else will 
not do; ' Alice* or nothing." 

And he sang it and Dorothy broke her prom- 
ise, but he did not know it, there in the moon- 
light with her face turned away. 

Ever since Joe's arrival Clare had experi- 
enced a queer, indescribable feeling. He had 
changed so little since the old days that his 
voice and his eyes haunted her and made her 
wish that Arthur were only home, for now she 
felt sure that, with Joe's aid, they would find 
courage to tell him all. She had told Joe that 
Arthur fully believed that he was their son 
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and she had read disapproval in those pene- 
trating blue eyes. She knew that he was right. 
They had been weak; but she resolved that, 
upon his arrival in the fall, she herself would 
tell Arthur the truth and the whole story as 
she knew it. 

Joe had freely told her of his life since that 
summer at the Bluff, and she marveled at his 
indomitable energy and perseverance with all 
the odds against him. She wished that he and 
Arthur were friends, for she could see that he 
possessed all the qualities Arthur lacked, or 
rather just the quality, for even to herself she 
did not acknowledge that Arthur needed any- 
thing but a more ready sympathy with his less 
fortunate brothers. 

His letters lately were full of Miss Du- 
mont. "She came of a fine old family, a de- 
scendant of some of the Revolutionary heroes," 
etc. Clare could see that, with the years, his 
pride was increasing and with each day the 
blow seemed harder to strike. As the years 
had gone on Clare had lost courage. She 
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knew she was only putting off the evil mo- 
ment. "Why not wait until he asks again," 
a small still voice had whispered all these 
years and she had been only too glad to 
listen. Now it was harder than ever. He 
was so proud, and this Miss Dumont! She 
instinctively felt that this new arrival upon the 
scene would complicate matters. Unlike 
Alice, she had feared from the beginning that 
with Arthur it would be more than calf love. 
It was all absurd, of course, for he had not 
even a penny of his own and had still his pro- 
fession to study. She knew, however, that the 
boy had a way of his own of overcoming diffi- 
culties and what he set his heart upon he gen- 
erally got. 

She and Walter had not for years mentioned 
the question of Arthur's birth. She half 
suspected him of leaving it all to her, not, she 
knew, because he wanted to shirk responsibility 
but because he had infinite trust in her judg- 
ment. To-day she wished he had not so much 
trust in her. The clinging vine type had never 
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appealed to her, but now her tired spirit cried 
out for the grand old oak. She wanted some 
one to take this secret, this heavy responsi- 
bility, from her forever. It was growing too 
heavy and she knew that of herself she had not 
the strength to put it down. 

At school she recalled memorizing a verse 
by one of the old English writers beginning, 
"Shun delays, they breed remorse." At the 
time she felt that it had been written purposely 
for her. Putting off the disagreeable, or that 
which was to inflict pain on those dear to her, 
no matter how salutary the pain, was her one 
weak point, and she knew that as well when a 
school-girl as she knew it to-day. She told 
herself that she had not improved in all 
the years, and it was not a comforting 
thought. 

At this point in her meditations the mail ar- 
rived bringing a letter from Arthur announc- 
ing his engagement and declaring that "the 
dear Marie was willing to wait for him until 
he had made a practice, and that the years of 
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waiting would be few," was his confident 
declaration. 

"Well, it was too late now!" she told her- 
self. 

There was a letter also from Aunt Alice 
bewailing the result of the trip, but trusting to 
the long years of waiting to awaken the two 
star-gazers. "Marie," she declared, "was a 
petite blonde with gleaming white teeth and 
innocent child-like eyes of a most heavenly 
blue. She was all vivacity and fond of petting 
and praise. Perhaps I am wronging her," 
wrote Alice, "but I think she is deeper than 
she seems." 

Clare saw that Dorothy was both disap- 
pointed and disgusted at her brother's choice, 
the very last type of girl they had dreamed he 
would care for. 

Judge Lee looked grave and Clare saw an 
angry light in his eyes as he remarked, "What 
right has a man to become engaged with noth- 
ing in the immediate future?" 

"I quite agree with you/' said his wife. 
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"But I suppose we have let him have his own 
way so long that he thinks that all he has to 
do is to say he wants something and he must 
have it." 

"At any rate do not worry about it, dear," 
warned Walter. "I believe all will come 
right in the end. That type of girl is not re- 
nowned for steadfastness. They may never 
be married." He said it all in lightness 
and it relieved Clare, though had she seen into 
the future — but why anticipate? 

That evening, as Dorothy and Joe walked 
on the beach, Arthur's engagement was their 
chief topic of conversation. 

"He should not have done it," said Dor- 
othy angrily. "She is not the right kind of 
girl for him." 

"Who knows!" answered Joe. "If we all 
chose the same kind it would be a tough world." 

"Ah, yes; but there is not anything senti- 
mental about Arthur. He always liked strong 
people. I never knew him to care for any- 
thing weak." 
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"But she is a person, not a thing," sug- 
gested Joe slyly. 

"Now don't laugh at me," she implored. 
"It is bad enough without that. And for him 
to care for blue blood and all that un-American 
business, I never, never thought he would go 
so low." 

"That does not make him any the less an 
American," Joe contended. "Lots of us feel 
that way, and after all it is Revolutionary 
blood of which be boasts." 

"I don't care for your arguments. I am 
positive you would never feel that way, and if 
you did " 

"Well, and if I did, what then?" 

"Oh, nothing," answered the girl; "you 
couldn't, that's all." 

Joe marveled, for after all she had not known 
him more than a few weeks and yet she instinc- 
tively felt his absolute lack of sympathy with 
Revolutionary or any other kind of blood. 

There was silence between them for a time 
and as they gazed out upon the sea the lap of 
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the waves on the shore seemed to soothe Dor- 
othy. "It does give one strength, does it not ?" 
she murmured. 

"Yes," answered Joe. "It is the best friend 
I have in the world." 

Immediately the girl was all sympathy. 

"Dear me, that must be very sad!" 

Joe smiled. "That does not mean that I 
have no other friends; God has been good to 
me in that way. Though I lacked a happy 
home life, mother, father, brothers, and sis- 
ters, other people have been more than friends 
to me, your Aunt Mabel first." Here he sud- 
denly stopped himself. He had given Clare 
his word that he would never mention that sum- 
mer to Dorothy, and here he was now on the 
point of doing so. 

"Tell me," said the girl, "all about your- 
self if you really don't mind; I would love to 
hear." 

"Well," continued Joe, "there is not much to 
tell except of kindnesses done me. When I 
was a little chap I went to a kindergarten. 
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Your Aunt Mabel was a friend of the teacher, 
a Miss Nash, who was very, very good to me 
and followed me up for several years until she 
got married and went West. At home I had 
a stepmother and a couple of step-brothers. 
We did not get along very well and my father 
did not help matters. He was out of work a 
great deal and I am afraid drank more than 
was good for him. Perhaps it was the un- 
happy home, or it may be his habits drove my 
mother to be cruel to us. Whatever the cause, 
we were not happy. I loved my father pas- 
sionately and he was always very good to me. 
When I was eight years old he died and the 
next day I was run over by a coal-cart. I was 
picked up unconscious, and when I awoke I 
was being driven rapidly to the hospital in an 
ambulance and a kind-faced young physician 
was looking into my face and saying, 'poor lit- 
tle chap! Poor little chapP I never forgot 
the look or the words, and I began to cry and 
he quieted me by telling me he wanted me to be 
a little soldier and show them all at the hospital 



Digitized by Google 



114 



The Prophet's Wife 



how brave I was. He seemed to think me 
brave, so I tried to live up to his idea of me. 

"Well, the days in the hospital were sweet, 
except for the pain, and there was a great deal 
of that for my leg was broken in two places; 
but they brought me through. Dr. Home, 
my friend of the ambulance and now the great 
specialist, was then an interne in the hospital. 
He was particularly interested in my case and 
I in him. One day when I was beginning to 
get better he sat down beside my bed and 
asked, 

" 'Well, little chap, what are you going to do 
when you are a man?' 

€€ 'Be a doctor/ 1 answered, 'just like you and 
cure little lads/ 

"He laughed and patted me on the head. 
'Good-by, Dr. Joe/ he said. 'I hope we will 
meet again, when you are curing little lads ; but 
meanwhile they are going to send you down to 
Sea Breeze to get strong/ 

"I spent the whole summer at the Home for 
Cripple Children, and there I learned to love 
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the sea. I would sit for hours talking to my- 
self and building castles. How I did enjoy 
its restlessness! Every one down there called 
me Dr. Joe, in fun at first, but after a while 
I never answered to any other name. 

"When I was discharged as cured my step- 
mother had disappeared. It was learned that 
her children had been taken down with scarlet 
fever; she had neglected them and both had 
died. I knew that a boy of my age would not 
be allowed to shift for himself, for the street 
urchins are wiser in their generation than the 
children of the rich, so I determined to run 
away under cover of the dark, for I could not 
bear the thought of an institution. Well, I 
succeeded. I was not important enough to be 
searched for long. So I began my career as a 
newsboy. 

"I made a precarious living at this, and when 
I was about eleven I got a job in a drugstore, 
running errands. I had always wanted to be 
in a drugstore because I thought it was a step 
nearer my ambition. One day, after I had 
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been working there about a year, I was carry- 
ing a package containing several bottles of a 
very precious chemical, and just as I came out 
the door from the back room who should be 
advancing toward me but Dr. Horne! I was 
so surprised that I dropped the package. He 
did not know me, but again I heard, 'Poor lit- 
tle chap/ in the same kind, sympathetic tone. 

" 'This will cost you a week's pay!' snapped 
the druggist. 

"Dr. Horne looked into my eyes. I knew he 
was watching to see if I were brave, and I met 
his look squarely, and in that moment he recog- 
nized me. 

" 'Dr. Joel' he cried. 'So you are on the 
road/ 

"I had felt in my heart that by being in a 
drugstore I was on the road, but I would not 
have put as much into words, and yet he under- 
stood. Turning to Mr. Grey, he said: 

" 'You will not want the boy any more? I 
will take him when he has worked out the price 
of the chemicals.' 
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" 'No, no,' said Mr. Grey. -He has been a 
good boy since I have had him. I know it was 
a mistake. You may have him at the end of 
the week/ 

"At the end of the week I went to Dr. Home 
to be his office boy, and his sister, Miss Grace, 
undertook my education. Fifty cents a week 
she charged for the lessons, and I can never 
forget the kindness that suggested making me 
feel that I was paying for my education. She 
crammed me for the Regents and I went 
straight on until I had enough counts to enter 
a medical college. 

"During these years Dr. Home's fame grew 
and I watched his practice increase until now he 
is a rich and influential man, but still just as 
kind and sympathetic to the poor as ever. I 
have learned to assist him in the office, so much 
so that he misses me very much since I have 
been in the hospital and declares that when my 
term is up I am to be his assistant. So you see 
the world has used me well, after all, and I 
want you to understand that my own struggle 
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and that of Dr. Home's, for he also began life 
as a poor boy, have taught me to look for the 
man and not the blood. Arthur has not had 
this training." 

After he had finished there was a long si- 
lence, then Dorothy rose from the log on which 
they had been sitting. Joe mechanically fol- 
lowed her example and they turned toward 
home. 

"I am so glad you told me this," said Dor- 
othy feelingly. "I never knew what you were 
until to-night, and you make the world seem 
full of good people. But you did not tell me 
what Aunt Mabel had to do with all this." 

Joe was nonplussed. He had not expected 
this question and was angry that he had a prom- 
ise to keep. 

"Oh, she met me at Dr. Home's and recog- 
nized me, though she had not seen me since the 
kindergarten days I spoke of. Since then she 
has been very kind and interested in all my 
work." 

She was not quite satisfied, but she knew it 
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would be bad taste to press the matter further. 
He, as well as her mother and aunt, seemed de- 
termined to keep her out of the secret, what- 
ever it was. 
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Two days later Dr. Joe took his departure 
with the deepest regret of the summer 
colony. He had a wonderful tenor voice and 
was ever ready to sing when asked. For the 
boys and Mabel it was all the popular airs, 
and for Dorothy and the others songs of a very 
different order. 

"I'm as sorry he has gone as I was to hear 
he was coming," confessed Mabel as she and 
Dorothy walked home from the station where 
all had gone to see him off. 

Dorothy made no reply, but Mabel did not 
notice the fact. The former was thinking, 
"Do I really admire him more than Arthur?" 
It seemed disloyal and yet he understood things 
so much better and did not treat her like a lit- 
tle girl. Even his peculiar way of holding 
his head she now liked since Aunt Mabel had 
told her that it was the result of a long battle 
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with himself to hold that head up and "look the 
world in the eyes," a frequent exhortation of 
Dr. Home's. He certainly did look the world 
in the eyes. Tom had lately remarked, "Gee! 
No fellow could tell a he with those eyes on 
him." However, they were not accusing eyes, 
but frank and full of trust. 

The following week passed quickly and by 
the first of September all were back in town 
busy shopping and visiting dressmakers, for on 
the tenth Dorothy and Mabel were to leave for 
boarding-school. 

Clare could not bear to have her daughter 
out of her sight during these days and she had 
to be very brave and constantly on the alert for 
she knew that at the first sign of weakness 
Dorothy would refuse to go, and then both 
would be miserable. 

"Good-by, darling, mother will be up on 
Thursday. No, no, I will not be very lone- 
some; it will soon be October and then Aunt 
Mabel will be just as lonesome; so we will have 
to console each other." 



Digitized by Google 



122 The Prophet's Wife 



And the great hall door closed on the first 
separation of this mother and daughter. 
Mabel stood eyeing Dorothy with wonder. 

"I give you up," she declared. "You 
wanted to come, so what are you crying about? 
I was sent, and I ought to be boohooing. Dor- 
othy Lee, you are a riddle; but come, wipe 
away your tears; Sister is beckoning to us." 

Sister Frances, one of their mother's class- 
mates, took them in charge and during the two 
following years Dorothy grew to love this dear 
friend of her mother's with a love that made 
her convent days days of bliss. 

Dorothy "took to the convent life as duck 
takes to water," as her mother expressed it. 
She would have been supremely happy had 
she loved her mother and father less. At times 
an overpowering loneliness would steal over her 
when she thought of them without either son 
or daughter to add life to the house; but the 
days were flying and it was almost the first of 
October, and on the fifth Arthur would be 
home! Fortunately the fifth was on a Thurs- 
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day, and Mabel and she had been given per- 
mission to go home for the day. 

Though both girls were placed in the same 
class they naturally did not choose the same 
sort of companions. Mabel went in for all 
the fun obtainable and she soon took her place 
with the girls who longed for the happy day of 
graduation and the release from study it 
meant. In the meantime they considered 
themselves very much abused at having to stay 
at boarding-school. 

Mabel, while a good scholar, was not a bril- 
liant one. In class she worked hard; at recre- 
ation she forgot that there were such things as 
books. 

Dorothy was an exceptionally bright pupil 
and the old scholars at first, in spite of them- 
selves, resented this new-comer, who threat- 
ened to carry everything before her. How- 
ever, when they came to know her, this feeling 
disappeared and it was tacitly understood that 
a friendly rivalry could exist. 

Dorothy chose for her bosom companion a 



Digitized by Google 



124 The Prophet's Wife 



girl named Eva Woods, who had been at the 
convent ever since she was five years old. She 
was a tall stately girl and a brilliant musician. 
She was an orphan and St. Jerome's was her 
only home. Dorothy was overflowing with 
sympathy for her new friend, though this was 
expressed more in acts than in words. 

At length the long-looked-for fifth of Oc- 
tober arrived and the two cousins were met at 
the station by Judge Lee, who hurried them 
down the pier, for the boat had passed Sandy 
Hook ahead of time. 

They arrived just as the steamer came in 
sight and in time to join in the cheer from the 
pier. A moment later Dorothy was clasped 
in her mother's arm. 

Now all eyes turned to the approaching liner 
and Dorothy cried, "Mother, mother, it's Ar- 
thur and Uncle Jack!" 

A burst of laughter from the crowd showed 
that they had seen the huge American flag 
which Arthur and his uncle were waving with 
all their might. 
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As mother and daughter stood together 
holding hands closely, the same thought was in 
each mind. 

"Will he be different? Have the years 
made a change?" 

Now the vessel was in full sight and Ar- 
thur's bright eyes spied their group, and let- 
ting go of the flag he waved his cap. 

His face was bronzed; he had gained flesh 
and looked every inch a man. At that moment 
Clare knew that the boy was dead and that the 
man had been born, and she gave up all hope 
of breaking off this unfortunate engagement. 

At his right a fair-haired smiling girl stood 
— Miss Dumont, of course, from Arthur's con- 
stant looks and smiles in her direction. 

He was the first down the gang-plank. 

"Mother 1" he cried, ecstatically, throwing 
himself into her arms. In a moment he had 
greeted them all in his old impetuous way, and 
before any one had had time to speak he ex- 
claimed: 

"But you must all meet Marie! Here she 
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is, Mother," and he led forward the much- 
talked-of blonde. 

She was entirely at her ease and raised her 
rosebud mouth for a kiss. Clare showed her 
surprise at this greeting more than she meant 
to and Arthur, who was watching closely, 
noted the look and the evident forced friend- 
liness. He had always had great faith in his 
mother's intuitive powers and was more anx- 
ious than he would have acknowledged for the 
outcome of this first meeting. That he was 
sorely disappointed there was no disguising. 

Dorothy had seen and had guessed and she 
tried to make her greeting all the more cordial 
on that account. She noted his appreciative 
look when she kissed Marie with a warmth she 
did not feel and welcomed her as her future 
sister. 

Mabel stood against a post looking at them 
all as so many curiosities in a museum. Sud- 
denly her eyes caught sight of Uncle Jack and 
she knocked over a couple of suit-cases in her 
impulsive hurry to meet him. 
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Uncle Jack, the stalwart, handsome, good- 
natured uncle, and Aunt Alice were now mak- 
ing their way down the gang-plank. He had 
seen Mabel and enjoyed her boy-like antics to 
attract his attention. She was a girl after his 
own heart, good humored, easily satisfied, and 
taking the world as it came. 

After Arthur had escorted Marie to her car- 
riage and left her in her mother's arms they all 
started for home. There was a shade of disap- 
pointment about the home-coming that none of 
them could understand, yet each and every one 
felt. 

That evening, the first evening, Arthur went 
to see Marie. Clare tried not to mind, for, 
after all, he said, they were engaged, though 
she had seen no ring, and engaged couples are 
expected to spend their evenings together. 
Walter was angry with the "boy," as they both 
called him, that is he was angry during the 
young man's absence ; but there was something 
about Arthur that made anger or blame impos- 
sible in his presence. It was a subtle some- 
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thing that seemed to foreshadow the man of 
destiny. Both Walter and his wife knew that 
the boy was born to be a leader and to demand 
and secure a blind following. Judge Lee 
shuddered when he thought of the temptations 
such a temperament is bound to encounter. 

When Dorothy and Mabel returned to 
school that evening they were besieged with 
questions about the hero of the day and his 
fiancee. 

"Do you like her?" asked Eva quietly, when 
she and Dorothy were alone. 

"No, I do not," answered her friend, "and I 
am ashamed of myself because I pretended to 
like her; but I really did it for his sake. 
You've just got to love him when he is near, 
and perhaps she could not help it; they were 
together so long." 

Eva laughed softly. "It seems funny to 
blame a girl for falling in love; but then, of 
course, I don't know much about the world ex- 
cept what I read and I suppose I look at things 
queerly." 
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But Dorothy changed the subject quickly 
for she was afraid she might begin to blame 
Arthur, and Eva was, after all, a comparative 
stranger. Eva was just the kind of a girl to 
draw Dorothy out and the latter did not al- 
ways want to be drawn out. 

That evening Sister Frances heard more 
than the girl had meant to tell, but then 
"Sister" understood so well and guessed so 
much and never referred again to a confer- 
ence given in a loquacious moment. 

While Dorothy slept quietly in her peaceful 
convent home her father and mother sat talk- 
ing and planning far into the night. 

Arthur must begin his law studies at once 
and in two years he would begin his career. 
Then Dorothy would be home again! And 
they looked at each other. How they did 
miss her dear voice and sweet thoughtful 
ways! 

"Walter," Clare began, "I want to take a 
more active interest in that plan of yours for a 
Home for Unfortunate Women. I have a 



Digitized by Google 



130 The Prophet's Wife 



great deal of time on my hands now and I want 
to do a little good in the world." 

"As if you were not always doing that!" 

"Tell me," continued Clare, ignoring his re- 
mark, "have you really secured the old Van 
Brunt Mansion?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Scott has offered it as a gift and 
dear Mrs. McGean is to be in charge. If she 
does not help the poor unfortunates I do not 
know who can, except you, and that is not your 
work." 

"Ah, but I can help, though you overrate 
my powers." 

"No, no," he answered, "I do not know 
how I would ever have been able to save that 
poor Rose girl from the Reformatory had you 
not got at her heart. It is not man's work; 
you women are the only ones who can help. 
Mrs. Clarke was very much interested at first, 
but when she found that the girls in most cases 
have no regard for truth she became discour- 
aged and outraged and refused to have any 
further dealings with them. 
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"This is the great stumbling-block. It is this 
that makes so many good people turn against 
them, and yet though we all despise the liar 
some one must help him, some one must show 
mercy; he must be forgiven as well as any other 
sinner. He or she really seems weaker and 
must need more help and sympathy, not less. 
It is a great problem, and good people who 
are ready to offer forgiveness and sympathy 
to all other sinners stop here, become discour- 
aged, and turn aside." 

"Yes," agreed his wife, "It is the most dis- 
couraging thing to work against. To start 
out all faith and to have your trust shattered 
at every step requires a brave heart, and then 
there is something in us, stronger than our- 
selves, that makes us despise the liar, and yet, 
I suppose, most of them began to be untruth- 
ful as children, and the fault was let grow and 
flourish until now it has become second nature. 
But we will have to do the best we can, and I 
know Mrs. McGean will never be hard on 
them, for she has the kindest heart and she has 
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suffered so much herself that she knows how to 
feel for others. But what are you to call the 
home?" 

"It would be better, I think," answered 
Walter, "to give it no name. We want it to 
be looked upon as a working girPs boarding- 
house. The sting of the reformatory, that fol- 
lows such a girl all through her life, is what I 
want to avoid. Of course others have tried 
doing things along the same lines, but they 
have never had a Clare and a Mrs. McGean to 
really understand and be patient in the face of 
abused trust." 

"Why don't you put me on a pedestal and 
offer flowers and incense?" laughed his wife. 
"You seem to forget that it is really Mrs. 
McGean who is to bear the whole burden of 
this undertaking with a little, indeed a very 
little help from me, among a number of others. 
But the hall door has just opened and I hear 
the familiar two steps at a time." 

In a moment Arthur was in the room, and 
serious thought took flight for that night. 
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eek followed week rapidly for Dorothy 



▼ ▼ and Mabel, with Sundays and Thurs- 
days as red-letter days. Mother came twice a 
week and father as surely as Sunday dawned, 
Arthur frequently, some times alone — and then 
Dorothy's cup seemed full — and some times 
with Marie. These latter visits were a trial, 
for Marie was so apparently making an effort 
to be nice to Arthur's sister and was con- 
stantly going into the most extravagant rap- 
tures over the most trivial things. 

Christmas vacation was all too short and 
Easter dawned just as the girls were begin- 
ning to get homesick and tired. At length the 
first Commencement day arrived and Dorothy 
won a medal. 

Though she was delighted to be the winner 
of a medal, just like one of her mother's, and 
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felt that her victory would be good news for 
the loved ones at home, still her triumph lost 
some of the joy when Eva, her friend, had to 
be disappointed. Eva, however, showed no 
regret but congratulated the victor with 
warmth and sealed their friendship with a kiss. 
The tears sprang to Dorothy's eyes, and she 
wondered what she would have done in a like 
instance; she was sure she never could be as 
noble as Eva. 

The summer was spent in the mountains 
and Eva had been given permission to spend 
the month of August with her friend. It was 
a very peaceful summer. One thing only 
marred their joy. Marie and her aunt came 
up and secured rooms at an adjoining hotel, 
and Arthur, of course, spent most of his time 
with them. 

Eva was very much impressed with Arthur. 
At this Dorothy was not surprised, as every 
one was attracted by him. Eva's admiration 
was different. She was not sure at all that he 
was perfect, but she told Dorothy in all serious- 
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ness that "a really good clever wife could make 
him one of the greatest leaders the world ever 
had." 

Dorothy was forced to laugh at her friend's 
wisdom. "Will Marie do that?" she asked 
teasingly. 

"No," Eva had answered, "and I am going 
to pray that he will never marry her." 

"Eva!" cried Dorothy aghast. "I would be 
afraid I would choke if I said a wicked prayer 
like that." 

Those who did not know Eva might have 
thought that jealousy prompted her speech; 
but Dorothy, who knew her friend thor- 
oughly, understood that no such feeling en- 
tered the girl's heart. Eva, who knew so lit- 
tle about the world, had a keen insight into 
character and her mind rebelled against the 
thought of Arthur throwing away his life on 
such a woman. She saw into Marie's shallow 
nature as keenly as Clare did, and she guessed 
that such a woman could make her husband's 
life a burden. 
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"It is not a wicked thought/' she answered, 
"for I shall add, 'not my will but Thine be 
done/ " 

Dorothy looked a little frightened, for she 
had the greatest respect for Eva's judgment 
and knew that it coincided with her mother's 
and her own really, if she allowed herself to 
think. Sister Frances had impressed upon the 
girl the necessity of overcoming morbid fears 
for the future. She had really over-empha- 
sized the wrong in giving way to such fears; 
but she felt Dorothy must be cured of this 
habit at any price. To-day Dorothy remem- 
bered these kindly admonitions in time to keep 
her from falling into a train of gloomy 
thoughts, and Eva, noticing the effect of her 
words, hastened to efface their impression. 

"Don't look so solemn, Dorrie dear. I am 
fond of ordering other people's lives, perhaps 
because I have never had a chance to order my 
own." 

Every one had become fond of Eva, espe- 
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cially Clare, who could not but wish it had been 
Eva, not Marie, with Arthur. 

The hero himself was strongly attracted by 
the girl, which fact Marie was not slow to re- 
sent and she and he had had their first real 
quarrel on the subject. 

"What do I care for her," he had exclaimed. 
"She is a fine character, full of ambition and 
understanding, almost as much so as mother; 
but do you think I could ever care for any one 
else in the whole world as I do for my own dear 
little Marie!" 

The golden head had sunk on his shoulder 
and great sobs shook the dear little Marie. 

"Promise," she wailed, "only promise, you 
will never speak to her again." 

"Don't you trust me?" cried Arthur, angry 
in spite of himself. 

"Yes, yes," she sobbed, "but oh, I am so aw- 
fully jealous. I love you so, I couldn't have 
any one come between us. Only give that lit- 
tle promise and I will be good." 
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Arthur had no patience with jealousy and 
went on. 

"Now like a dear little sweetheart don't ever 
mention this matter again. You are young 
and do not understand, but I am a man and 
can not be a goose." 

After more pouts on her side and endearing 
terms on his the quarrel was patched up, for 
Marie saw that her fiance had a will of his own 
which even her wiles could not conquer. 
However, she never forgave Eva, though the 
latter remained in blissful ignorance of the 
whole affair. 

In August Dr. Joe made his appearance and 
he and Eva sang many duets, as she had a rich 
contralto, while Dorothy acted as accompanist. 

In the fall Dr. Joe was to return to Dr. 
Home and begin his career in earnest. 

Dorothy was very fond of Joe, fond of him 
in no sentimental or romantic way; but she 
valued his friendship and looked up to and 
admired him for his high ideals. It was, in- 
deed, a sisterly affection and nothing more. 
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He had understood things so well last summer, 
when she had no other sympathetic friend of 
her own age; but now she had Eva and she did 
not seem to need him so much. 

Joe was quick to see and feel the change in 
her. He knew that with him it was going to 
be love, if indeed it was not that already. The 
change in Dorothy discouraged him, but he 
felt that he could afford to wait as Eva, so far, 
seemed his greatest rival. 

In September the girls returned to school, 
and the fifteen members of the Class of 19 — 
felt themselves very important beings. The 
last year at school, when all the other girls look 
up to you, the members of the Graduating 
Class, is truly a year of bliss. 

While at school the days were peaceful and 
joyous, at home the clouds seemed to be gather- 
ing. Arthur was rarely home of an evening 
and Judge Lee's court affairs kept him down- 
town often until very late, so that Clare, who 
was not one of those who are "never less alone 
than when alone," felt a dull ache in her heart, 
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for her "own little girlie." Once she had been 
tempted to telegraph to Dorothy that she could 
not stand the separation any longer; but the 
sound of Walter's key in the latch had cheered 
her up again, and when he came she was ready 
for him with one of her brightest smiles, one 
of those smiles that still had power to deceive 
him against his better judgment. 

Mrs. McGean's house, as they called the new 
Home for Unfortunate Girls, was getting 
along slowly but surely against many odds. 
An association of philanthropic women 
pledged themselves to supply the funds. 
Mrs. McGean, a widow with the warmest of 
hearts, was in charge, and Clare and other 
ladies, among them Aunt Alice and Aunt 
Mabel, did what they could to encourage and 
give a helping hand to the girls who really did 
want to make a new start. It was hard, thank- 
less work in most cases, but the few that did re- 
spond made the labor doubly worth the 
trouble. 

Clare had a special gift with these unfortu- 
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nates. The means she adopted were all her 
own. They came from her heart, just as 
Judge Lee's famous sentences came from his. 
Clare often came home from these visits sick 
at heart. There seemed to be something born 
in many of these girls that led them wrong al- 
most unconsciously. 

She kept counting the months until June. 
"Two more months." She resigned herself to 
bear it. At such times she would write a let- 
ter to her "girlie" full of love and longing, and 
though the daughter would kiss the dear let- 
ter repeatedly and perhaps shed a few tears 
over the pages she little dreamed of what her 
mother really suffered in this separation. 
Had she for a moment realized it she would 
have left everything, honors and the full, 
peaceful life, without a moment's hesitation. 

But the months really did go by, and when 
Dorothy and Mabel came down for Arthur's 
graduation from the Law School their own 
great day was only two weeks away. 

Arthur came off with flying colors and was 
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one of the orators of the day. His speech took 
every one by storm. He had the power to 
sway an audience from the moment he began 
to speak until the end was reached in a telling 
climax. It mattered not what he said, they 
were one with him and followed blindly, to 
wake with a start when it was all over, few 
really knowing what they had heard. 

Judge Lee's magnetism was of a very dif- 
ferent order. He appealed to the reason of 
his hearers. Each man felt that the judge 
was expressing just what he had always 
thought. What he said was fair and true, and 
when he wanted to put a case pathetically he 
seemed to reach both heart and head. His 
was never a blind leading. 

As he listened to Arthur to-day, he held his 
breath — to think of the possibilities of such a 
voice coupled with such magnetism. How 
he wished the boy possessed a little more sym- 
pathy. 

Clare was radiant. She did not let gloomy 
thoughts spoil her pleasure. How she did ad- 
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mire his telling style and the fearless way he 
looked his audience in the face. 

Dorothy was so proud of him, "her own, 
dear, wonderful brother !" 

All the relatives, Uncle Tom especially, were 
jubilant. "The boy is all fire and ambition," 
he whispered to his wife. 

That evening, when Dorothy went to bed, 
she wondered if Marie had the head to under- 
stand what a wonderfully clever husband was 
to be hers. Arthur had confidently declared 
that, within a few months, he would have a 
practice established, and on this very day he 
had given Marie the ring. 

The last evening of May, as the girls filed 
slowly up the chapel aisle to their places, hold- 
ing the ribbons of the banner which Eva as 
president bore, a sadness and yet a sweet and 
holy sadness seemed to mingle with the odor 
of incense. All the members of the Class of 
19 — felt it more or less, Dorothy deeply. 
The dear familiar hymns seemed, on this par- 
ticular evening, to lift her soul to heights never 
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dreamed of before. As the organ trembled 
and swelled in that appealing hymn ending, 
"Mother tell me, what am I to do?" the girl 
felt that no prayer could be more beautiful or 
more powerful than both words and music of 
that exquisite hymn. 

After Benediction, as the girls' voices rose 
and fell in "Farewell, farewell, month of 
Mary," Dorothy's soul cried out for some 
grand sacrifice. She wanted to do something 
great for the love of God to-night. She 
wanted to be a nun, a member of a Contem- 
plative Order. She felt like St. Peter, "Lord, 
it is good for us to be here." 

But poor Dorothy was forced to come to 
earth again with a thud, and a humiliation that 
she had not been praying for awaited her. 
She had been so rapt that she did not notice the 
signal to rise and leave the chapel and she now 
suddenly realized that she, and she alone, oc- 
cupied a pew and that the last girl was just 
leaving the chapel. She knew that she must 
have caused confusion at not taking her place 
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behind Eva and that a reprimand awaited her 
and that from one who had little sympathy with 
sensitive and diffident culprits. However, 
she went immediately to take her medicine and 
it was indeed a bitter dose, as she was told that 
she was guilty of inattention and disrespect to 
God in "dreaming" in chapel, and of setting a 
bad example to the school. 

Dorothy would have gone to the stake 
rather than tell what she had been "dreaming" 
of at the moment when she should have been 
taking her place in the aisle, and fortunately 
she was not asked. 

When the culprit returned to her place Eva 
linked her arm in her friend's and led her to- 
wards a quiet corner of the hall. 

"After all, dear, you are making a mountain 
out of a molehill," she whispered. 

"Yes, I know," answered her companion. 
"But it is the nasty little hills that trip one up 
every time. When I long to do great things— 
I — I — oh, I can't put it into words." 

"You mean that when your eyes are raised 
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to the mountains your feet stumble over the 
molehills and you are brought to earth again." 

"That's just it. To-night" — and she grew 
scarlet at telling even Eva — "I was thinking 
how I longed to do something great and noble, 
to offer myself in some great sacrifice. I 
wanted to die to self and — and — then I looked 
up and all the girls had gone and I realized 
that — that I had stumbled over the molehill, 
as you would say. I suppose I needed some- 
thing to knock the conceit out of me and to 
show me how little I am able to bear with pa- 
tience. But do you know that, far from being 
humbled, I am in a horrid temper. If one 
could get a private place to cry in one could 
get rid of that horrid suffocating, angry feel- 
ing; but here you can't even have a cry to your- 
self, except in bed, and even there you have to 
burrow under the bedclothes to be let alone." 

"Come up to my room," suggested Eva. "I 
think we could get permission." 

"What! a favor granted to me to-night, I 
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who showed such a bad example to the school! 
You forget!" 

"Now, Dorrie dear, don't get sarcastic. I 
do think you need a little time to yourself; but 
since you can't have it let us do the next best 
thing; let's try to laugh it off. They are 
playing a two-step; come, let's join them and 
forget." 

Dorothy accepted her friend's advice and 
soon danced the anger out of her heart, and 
when she stepped into the Oratory on her way 
to bed it was a very humble Child of Mary that 
knelt before her tender Mother on that last 
evening of May. 
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1r was the evening before Commencement 
and the fifteen members of the Class of 
19 — were assembled in a group under the 
weeping-willow trees listening to the lap of 
the waters, for they were, in the parlance of 
the school, 'Mown at the river." They had 
been singing all the old favorites, and now a 
hush had fallen upon them. Even the most 
thoughtless among them felt the spell of this, 
their last evening. 

"I wonder what each and every one of us 
will be doing a year from to-night," mused 
Alice Gray, a thoughtful member of the class. 

"I for one," cried Mabel, jumping up and 
shaking the grass from her skirt, "shall not be 
mooning and looking into the future. I shall 
be laughing and having a glorious time. You 
are all so horribly sentimental to-night!" 
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"A year from to-night I shall be in sunny 
Mexico," cried Mercedes, a dark Spanish- 
looking girl. 

"Well, I hear the unromantic bell," broke in 
Mabel again. "A year from to-night there 
will be no more bells to bother us, thank good- 
ness ! Come on, before Eva and Dorothy have 
a chance to weep over the 'dear dead days be- 
yond recall. 5 " 

Commencement day dawned, a perfect 
June day. Dorothy and Eva shared the 
honors, poor Mabel getting, as she expressed 
it, "nothing but her walking papers." Eva 
was valedictorian and she spoke feelingly all 
the way through, ending in a sob. It had been 
her home for fourteen years and it was hard to 

go- 

The girls of the school were divided in their 
opinions. The older ones thought it was per- 
fectly beautiful for that sob to come just where 
it did, while the younger ones thought her the 
greatest goose imaginable to weep at the 
thought of graduating! 
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"In three days I shall be home with you 
never to leave you again," whispered Dorothy, 
her arms about her mother's neck, as the guests 
departed for the train. 

The following days the girls were privileged 
characters, allowed to go and come as they 
pleased. They were blissful, care free days, 
but the end came on Saturday. 

Friday night Eva, whose bed was next to 
Dorothy's, thought she heard a sob. 

"Dorrie!" whispered Eva, her arms about 
her friend's neck. "What is it? You don't 
want to go homer in a tone of incredulity. 

"Oh, it isn't that!" wailed the sufferer. 

"You — don't — want to — be — a — nun I" cried 
Eva, aghast at the thought. 

"No, no, it is just that peaceful, happy 
things can not last forever. I feel somehow 
that when I go home everything is going to be 
different." 

Eva felt impatient. It was a long time since 
Dorothy had given way to blue fits and Eva 
could not understand how a girl with a home 
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such as her friend had, where she was sur- 
rounded with all love and care, could deliber- 
ately go to work and make imaginary trouble 
for herself, but she was far too fond of Dorothy 
to show her impatience. 

"Don't be a goose, dear," she coaxed. 
"Think of me. I am mad for a change while 
you dread it. I am going to — college, where 
the life will be little different from what it is 
here. I have no dear father or mother to go 
to, no one to leave but our dear Sister Frances. 
Think of all you have and you will never be 
blue." 

"That's just it," moaned Dorothy, "I am 
afraid that the love and peace in our house is 
going to- — to " 

'Don't, don't!" cried Eva in alarm. "How 
can you ever think such things!" 

"What things has she been saying?" asked 
Sister Frances, who had come up to the bed 
unobserved. 

"Horrid things!" cried Eva, and there were 
tears in her eyes, which she hurried away to 
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hide, leaving Dorothy to get what she declared 
Sister Frances was hound in conscience to give 
her, namely a "good scolding." 

It was more than an hour before Sister 
Frances left the culprit's bedside. Two min- 
utes later Eva turned with a start to find her 
friend at her side for their last good-night 
kiss. They both realized it was the last and 
clung to each other for several minutes. 

"Never mind," whispered Eva, "we shall al- 
ways, always, be friends." 

In the morning Dorothy was thoroughly 
ashamed of her blues and her fears and, though 
there were tears in her eyes as she kissed Sister 
Frances good-by, she was very happy. She 
would write long, long letters every week and 
run up on frequent visits. It was hard to lose 
the daily companionship of Eva; but they also 
consoled each other with the promise of a heart 
to heart correspondence. 

It was a glorious June day and Mother and 
Aunt Mabel were coming in Aunt Alice's car 
with Arthur as chauffeur. The dear place 
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never looked so lovely as it did this morning; 
the grass was the tenderest green; there were 
flowers everywhere, and the waters of the 
Hudson seemed to rival the blue of the sky. 

"Only the sea is more beautiful/' thought 
Dorothy, and she was glad that they had taken 
a cottage on the river for the summer. 

All were in the best of spirits as the car sped 
over the road toward home. Father had also 
come as a surprise and nothing seemed needed 
to make the day a perfect one. 

Arthur had been taken into the District At- 
torney's office as one of the many minor assist- 
ants. His duties were simply to prepare cases 
for his superiors. This hurt his vanity a little; 
still it was along these lines that he hoped to 
attain success. To be a prosecuting attorney, 
rather than a lawyer for the defense, was his 
ambition. 

The cottage this summer was within easy 
commuting distance of the city, so that they 
had Arthur with them every evening but Sat- 
urday and Sunday, which days Marie claimed 
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in her retreat by the sea. He had never 
been as lovable in his life as he was this sum- 
mer. 

"Did ever mother have a son like him!" 
Clare would exclaim when he brought some lit- 
tle present from the city which was just what 
she had been longing for, but had never put 
the thought into words. He was always think- 
ing of something for her comfort or pleasure 
and really making the thought of his marriage 
and consequent separation from them harder 
and harder to bear. 

"If only there were no Marie!" Clare caught 
herself wishing a hundred times a day. 
Dorothy frequently thought this too, and at 
such times she would remember Eva's prayer; 
but she resolutely dismissed the doleful fore- 
bodings and tried to be unselfish and wish for 
what he seemed to wish most in the world, the 
day when Marie would be really his wife. She 
could not wish it, but she made desperate ef- 
forts to do it, but never got any farther than 
wishing she could wish it. 
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One evening towards the end of August 
Arthur rushed home in great excitement. A 
certain case had to be pushed and the principal 
members of the District Attorney's staff being 
away the case had most unexpectedly fallen 
to him, and he was to appear in court the fol- 
lowing week against the prisoner. It was an 
ordinary case of larceny against a woman of 
over fifty. 

Judge Lee did not like the prospect, for the 
case would be tried in his court and Arthur 
would be pitiless and he, the judge, would need 
to use all the power he possessed to help the 
prisoner, if help were possible. It would be a 
trial of power between them. 

"I would just love to hear your first case," 
said Dorothy, surveying her brother with a 
sweet wistfulness. 

"Well, come," replied the hero. "Why not? 
Marie is coming up just for it." 

Father and mother both looked disapproval. 
Clare remembered how she had longed to hear 
Walter's first case, but he had told her such a 
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court was no place for a young girl, and she 
had not argued. 

"Dorothy must not go," said Walter in a 
tone that they all well knew meant that his 
decision was irrevocable. No one objected, for 
it was seldom that he gave such a decided re- 
fusal to a request of his daughter's. Never- 
theless it was hard, especially when all the 
others expected to go. 

The morning of the young lawyer's first case 
dawned hot and stifling. There was not a 
breath in motion, and Dorothy tried to dis- 
suade her mother from going. Aunt Mabel, 
however, quieted the girl's fears by assuring 
her that Dr. Joe would be on hand and that if 
her mother got faint he would see her safely 
home. 

After they had gone Dorothy could not rest; 
the old blue feeling returned and she was al- 
most tempted to disregard her father's words 
and follow them to the court house. 

At ten o'clock Judge Lee took his seat and 
the case of the People against Mary Evans 
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was called. The prisoner was a slovenly gray- 
haired woman, with a prominent red nose and 
watery eyes. She was charged with larceny. 
It was a flagrant case of abused trust. She 
had stolen from a neighbor who had be- 
friended her and had spent the money on 
drink. 

It was Judge Lee's custom in such cases to 
get the prisoner to go back to her early life and 
to discover, if possible, what had caused, or led 
up to, her choosing a life of crime. This 
merciful practice was to-day destined to bring 
down the sword that had so long hung over 
their heads. 

"Who were my parents, and where did I 
live," repeated the woman slowly, and as she 
hesitated she happened to glance at Arthur's 
face and the look of scorn she saw there sud- 
denly worked her into a frenzy and she cried 
out, pointing her finger at him: 

"You! Of all people to scorn me! I, 
your own mother! Yes, I can prove it. I 
have all the papers." 
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"Silence!" cried the judge, and his face had 
turned as gray as the wall behind him. 

"No!" screamed the prisoner, "I will not be 
quiet until you acknowledge that you are not 
his father and she is not his mother," pointing 
to Clare. 

"Remove the prisoner!" commanded the 
judge, but no one recognized his voice. 

Arthur's look of scorn had quickly given 
place to one of anger; but as he glanced from 
father to mother he read his doom. He stood 
like a pillar of ice and turning to the judge 
asked in a high clear voice. 

"Will you be kind enough to answer that 
woman's question?" 

"Not now," said the judge, in a shaken 
voice. "This is no place for it." 

"But I must know now and here," demanded 
the young man, and his voice had a ring of steel 
in it. "Are you my father?" 

"No," answered the judge, and there was 
the depth of despair in the word. 

"And is she my mother?" His tone was still 
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hard and he did not even glance toward 
Clare. 

"No," came the answer almost in a whisper. 

Arthur turned on his heel and left the court 
by one door, Marie by another, though she 
took care not to meet him. 

A piercing cry brought the judge to his 
senses and in a moment he had ordered the 
court cleared and was hurrying to his wife's 
side. Dr. Joe was working over her. He was 
thoroughly frightened, for he knew the con- 
dition of her heart and well realized that this 
meant either immediate death or many years 
of invalidism. The former contingency 
seemed, at the moment, the more likely. But 
Clare's wonderful vitality won and in less than 
half an hour the worst was over and she was 
placed in a carriage and on the way home. 

As the carriage drew up at the door Dorothy 
rushed out. The heat had been too much after 
all! She stood by speechless as her father and 
Dr. Joe gently lifted Clare out of the carriage 
and bore her into the house. "What is it, 
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Aunt Mabel?" asked the girl, for one look into 
the faces about her had told her that it was 
something more than heat prostration. 

Aunt Mabel seemed on the verge of hys- 
terics and from her nothing intelligible was to 
be gained; but Dr. Joe came to the rescue and 
whispered, "She fainted in court. You will 
have to be very brave and the brains for all. 
When she is comfortably settled in bed, come 
down and your father will tell you all. Don't 
let your mother see that you are frightened, 
and ask her no questions; try to smile and re- 
assure her. Don't worry, she is safe now," he 
added, "and I shall stay here for another hour 
at least." 

Dorothy thanked him and did exactly as she 
was told. When the mother had been made 
comfortable she tried to smile into the daugh- 
ter's loving eyes; but the girl could hardly 
hide the tears at the ghastly failure. Mary, 
the ever-faithful maid, now took her place at 
the side of her mistress and Dorothy hurried 
down to hear the worst. 
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Joe met her at the foot of the stairs. "He 
is in his study and asked me to send you to 
him." 

Dorothy turned the handle gently and went 
in so softly that the judge did not hear her. 

"Father," she cried, and she rushed to him 
and threw her arms about him. "Father, 
don't look like that. It will kill me! Has 
anything happened to Arthur, and where is 
he?" 

"Daughter!" began Walter, and his voice 
was that of an old man, "I want you to prom- 
ise me that you will never tell a lie or act 
one all your life, no matter how much you may 
think it is for some one's good. Never shift 
your responsibility; never delude yourself 
with the idea that somebody else is stronger 
to do that which is your duty to do. It is the 
life of a despicable coward." 

Dorothy had never heard him talk in this 
way in all her life and she was frightened. 

"The story is a long one," went on her 
father. "The summer before we were married 
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Mabel, Alice, and Clare wanted to help some 
of the poor little street Arabs and give them a 
change into the country, and so they went 
down to West — — Street, and your mother 
brought back Arthur, whom she found on the 
street giving orders to the others. Mabel took 
Joe, our Dr. Joe." 

Dorothy gave a gasp of surprise. Arthur 
taken from the streets and he so full of pride, 
and Joe! This then was the secret her mother 
had tried to hide. 

"Alice took a little girl, who has since died," 
went on the judge. "Of course these chil- 
dren's parents were consulted but Arthur's 
mother had died a few weeks before Clare had 
appeared on the scene, at least so a Mrs. 
Connors, who took care of him, told Clare at 
the time. After the summer we had grown to 
love the boy so much we could not give him 
up, and so we adopted him and made the mis- 
take of our lives in keeping the secret from 
him. It is all my fault. I should have un- 
derstood. Well, in court this morning # 
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miserable woman prisoner declared herself as 
Arthur's mother. Be brave, dear! I don't 
believe her story; but she drove Arthur to ask 
me there in the public court the question he 
should never have had to ask. I had to ac- 
knowledge that neither Clare nor I are his 
parents. Poor mother fainted," he went on 
slowly, "and the boy turned on his heel and 
left us. I do not blame him for a moment. I 
have done him a great wrong and perhaps he 
has gone to find out what the woman really 
means." 

Dorothy's face was now as white as her 
father's. "How terrible," she moaned, but 
immediately remembering Dr. Joe's words, 
"you must be the brave one," she struggled 
with her grief and answered, 

"But he should not forget all that you have 
been to him." 

"Few men in his place would have acted dif- 
ferently," the father returned. "You must re- 
member his pride, and we men are cruel when 
we feel that we have been deceived, no matter 
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what the motive. If I could only bear it alone, 
but to know that she must feel it even more 
deeply, as I do not know what it means to love 
as she does." And he buried his face in his 
hands. 

Dorothy felt that the time had, indeed, come 
when not a thought for self must find room in 
her mind. She must indeed be the brave one 
at whatever the cost. The cross, that mys- 
terious cross she had heard so much of, had 
come to her, but oh, it was not the cross she 
had dreamed of. How could peace and this 
particular cross go together! Rebellion, not 
resignation, took possession of her heart. 

"Don't blame yourself, Father dear," she 
begged. "Go and sit by Mother for a little 
while. I know she is wondering where you 
are. If you only hold her hand she will under- 
stand. Each of you is taking too much blame 
and, after all, you have loved him and made 
him what he is." 

"The poor boy! I am afraid his heart has 
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turned to stone. His pride is awful! But do 
not grieve too much, dear. In God's good 
time all may come right again." 



Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER XII 



Walter went up to his wife and Dorothy 
sought Joe, who added any little de- 
tails the girl wanted to know. 

The young man was sure the woman was a 
hoax. "Why, Mrs. Connors (who, by the 
way, they must move heaven and earth to find) 
told Clare that she herself had closed the moth- 
er's eyes/' so Aunt Mabel had informed him. 
Mrs. Connors said that the woman had spoken 
of a brother and of a sister, but had not had 
strength enough to tell where they could be 
found. She wore no wedding ring but Mrs. 
Connors thought that the husband might have 
been a scamp or might have pawned the ring, 
and Father Cassidy, who frequently came to 
see the woman during the beginning of her ill- 
ness, told Mrs. Connors that Mrs. Brazier was 
a saint if there ever was one. A week before 
the sudden change for the worse, Father Cas- 
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sidy had been transferred to another church 
and another priest had to be called to the dying 
woman, and the confidence she had so long 
deferred she was now too weak to utter, and 
so her secret was buried with her. So the boy 
was left alone in the world and it was just 
about this time that Clare had appeared upon 
the scene. 

This was all they knew of Arthur's early life 
and everything depended upon finding Mrs. 
Connors. It would have seemed an almost 
hopeless task to any one else, but Dr. Joe had 
endless perseverance and he promised himself 
that he would not rest day or night until he had 
solved the mystery. 

Half an hour later a familiar key was heard 
in the latch and Dorothy hurried into the hall 
to meet her brother, but a thing of ice and stone 
had taken his place. 

"I wish to see the judge," he announced in 
a tone of steel. 

The words of sympathy died on the girl's 
lips. "Brother!" she began brokenly, timidly 
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putting her hand on his sleeve. But he rudely 
shook the touch off and with a hard, scornful 
laugh interrupted her, 

"My dear girl, do you still need proofs that 
I am not your brother, but the son of a hag? 
Oh, yes, it will be a beautiful story for the 
morning papers! But if you will be kind 
enough to call the judge I will be obliged." 

Her Arthur, their Arthur, was dead; and 
this creature of stone had taken his place! 
There was not a word of inquiry or of sym- 
pathy for her who had been more than a mother 
to him. As she looked at the white set face, 
the hard mouth, and the steel blue eyes she 
felt that an impenetrable door had been ruth- 
lessly closed between them, with a heavy bolt 
on his side. This Arthur and her Arthur were 
two separate and distinct individuals. In all 
her sympathy for him, and it was profound, 
she could not forgive his bitterness toward his 
foster-parents. Justice! Where now was 
his boasted love of justice! 

While these thoughts were rushing through 
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her brain her father appeared, and Arthur and 
he were soon closeted in the study. 

The interview lasted nearly an hour, and 
Dorothy spent the time in great suspense by 
the patient's bedside holding the loved suffer- 
er's hand. At length they heard his step on 
the stairs; but it was dull and measured, not 
the familiar two steps at a time. 

Clare and her daughter exchanged glances. 
Would he stop at her door? But no, the dull 
step went on, up to his own room. The girl's 
hand shook in spite of herself, and the mother 
squeezed it tightly in response. 

"Never mind, girlie! Mother knows it has 
got to be a hard fight and a long, long one. 
We must all be brave. In God's good 

time " But the dear voice died away in 

weakness. 

Dr. Joe's timely arrival saved Dorothy, for 
he saw her face and motioned to her to escape. 
Taking a bottle he measured out some drops 
and administered it to the patient. In a few 
minutes she had revived. 
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"Dear Joe," she whispered, "you are such a 
comfort to us. You will have to take the place 
of son to us for a little while. Please tell 
them that I understand the boy better than 
they do. It is all his awful pride. I am will- 
ing to wait, yes, even years, for it must come 
right in the end. Tell them not to be dis- 
couraged. Poor little Dorrie! She is young 
and the blow was so hard, and to her so sud- 
den. Tell her not to harden her heart against 
him, and please make them understand that I 
must not be deceived, but must be told the truth 
even — if it does turn out that she is his mother." 

She was tired now, and Joe, after promising 
all she had asked, left her with Mary and went 
down to join the father and daughter. 

The judge was tramping up and down his 
study, and Dorothy sat bolt upright in a chair 
by his desk, her color coming and going and 
a look of unutterable rebellion on her face. 
Joe halted at the door, but the judge called 
him in. 

"What do you suppose he is going to do 
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now?" he cried, wheeling around upon the 
young man. "He is convinced by the woman's 
story and the proofs she seems to have, wed- 
ding ring, marriage certificate, etc., and there 
are other so-called proofs. She claims that she 
had a nurse who loved him very much and ac- 
knowledges that she neglected the child and 
used to quarrel with her husband (now for- 
tunately dead) ; and one day the nurse and 
child disappeared and she never cared enough 
to hunt him up. The nurse it was, she claims, 
whom Mrs. Connors nursed in her last illness. 
She recognized Arthur's picture in the paper 
at the time of his graduation and has since kept 
track of him. She thought it was her son, she 
avers, but was not sure until she saw him in 
court; then she saw the resemblance to his 
grandfather and she was sure of it, and she 
made the desperate attempt to prove it. She 
gives the name of her father, a prosperous 
western manufacturer, now dead, and of her 
sister and brother, both also deceased. It 
seems that the father disinherited the daughter 
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for marrying the man she claims to have been 
Arthur's father, a clerk in a dry-goods house. 
The son went through his share of the money 
and died bankrupt; the sister died in some ac- 
cident. This is not indeed all. Arthur has 
announced himself as satisfied and, instead of 
awaiting convincing proofs other than those 
she gives, he has put an advertisement in the 
papers for information on the subject and has 
decided to rent an apartment, furnish it, and 
bring her there at once to live with him! 'If 
she is my mother/ he says, 'in common justice 
I must bring her to my house.' It is all too 
. horrible, and when I mentioned the money 
side and offered to advance him something he 
flatly refused, saying he had other sources 
from which he could borrow. I had feared 
this would go hard with him, but no one could 
have foreseen this frightful transformation." 

Joe was as horrified as the others at Ar- 
thur's quixotism. Dorothy could control her- 
self no longer and made a precipitous retreat. 
She locked herself into her own room and 
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fell on her knees by the bed, but no prayer was 
forthcoming. She felt that she too was fast 
becoming a thing of marble. And he was in 
the next room and, from the sounds that 
reached her ears, he was packing. Arthur go- 
ing from them in the flesh and in the spirit! 
She could not face the thought of life without 
his cheery voice and contagious laugh. Life 
now seemed nothing but an unwilling burden 
to be taken up and stumbled along under. If 
he would only open his heart to their sympathy, 
nothing would be too much to do for him. 
Though the girl told herself she hated him for 
his selfishness, her heart whispered that at the 
least sign of relenting she would rush to him, 
willing, nay anxious to forget and forgive. 
As she knelt there, dry-eyed and tongueless, 
rebellion robbed her of the peace her mother 
had found in resignation to the Divine Will. 
"God," she thought, "does not send a trial like 
this, a trial that brings out the worst in every 
one's nature." All her mother's lessons, acted 
more than spoken, were cast to the winds. 
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This was her battle and she must fight it out 
in her own way. It was her first real grief. 
The blow had been so unexpected that she was, 
as yet, dazed, and the future seemed a dark 
endless road with never a turn or light to cheer 
the way. 

As for Clare, she could not understand her- 
self. The dead calm that crept over her spirit 
was something so new to her that she wondered 
if she was the same woman who had gone to 
court that very morning. Lassitude of mind 
and body were new and queer sensations for 
her. She wondered that she did not feel it all 
more acutely. Her boy's life wrecked! Poor 
Walter! It was all really her fault. In her 
heart she never for a moment blamed the boy. 
She understood him and his over-mastering 
pride, and her heart bled for him. She was 
proud herself, and she knew that a mortal 
wound had been inflicted and in a public court- 
room. Would he recover, and when? God 
and only God could now help. Her wonder- 
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ful faith and confidence now came to her re- 
lief, and while the daughter was wildly fight- 
ing against the thought that God really could 
send such a cross, the mother accepted the 
cross and laid it at His feet, confident that He 
would bless it and help her to bear it. Con- 
tinued mental concentration seemed to tire her 
in a way strange to her. She tried to throw 
off this heavy lassitude, but the effort only in- 
creased the feeling. She did not know that 
a stroke, very slight indeed, but nevertheless a 
stroke, had mercifully lessened her capacity to 
suffer actively. The doctor had not, as yet, 
told the family, for he knew that it had passed 
off, leaving no paralysis, merely a numbness 
and the inertia that Clare could not under- 
stand. 

There was sleep for no one in the stricken 
house that night. In the morning Dr. Joe 
and the judge went out together, determined 
to sift the woman's story to the bottom. 

"Don't worry," Joe had counseled, as Dor- 
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othy bade them good-by. "We will bring 
good news. I am certain the story can not be 
true." 

The girl smiled sadly, for she did not share 
his hopes. She had fought the thought all 
night long; but with the dawn she had given 
up hope. 

Her father, while apparently as confident 
as Joe, seemed to have lost his self-dependence 
and looked to Joe to guide and direct matters. 

As the door closed upon them Dorothy won- 
dered what they would have done without Joe. 
They all took his help as a matter of course, 
and yet what right had they to claim so much 
of his time? 

The uncles and aunts now began to arrive 
and poor Dorothy's patience was tried to the 
utmost. 

Aunt Mabel was broken-hearted at Clare's 
condition and outspoken against Arthur's be- 
havior ; though she did not know how very hard 
he had been. This put Dorothy on the defen- 
sive and, against her will, she defended him to 



Digitized by Google 



The Prophet's Wife 177 

Aunt Mabel and excused him as she would not 
excuse him to herself. 

Aunt Alice wept most of the time and 
moaned about the poor boy and gave vent to 
so many useless regrets that the girl lost pa- 
tience and asked her aunt if she had no sym- 
pathy for the mother who had been more than 
a mother to him. One moment she found her- 
self defending him from Aunt Mabel's attacks, 
the next hotly accusing him to Aunt Alice. 

Uncle Jack was annoyed at any trouble to 
spoil the even tenor of his life and easily de- 
cided that, undoubtedly, the woman was Ar- 
thur's mother, and it was for them to make the 
best of a bad affair. 

Uncle Tom was hot with anger at the boy 
for his quixotism in accepting the woman as 
his mother and most of all at taking her to his 
own house. 

Among them all Dorothy felt that her mind 
would give way. "She must be the brave one," 
Joe had said, and indeed he was right. They 
all seemed to be trying to make it harder for 
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her. Thank God, there was a Dr. Joe to 
calmly take the reins and to understand. He 
did not blame or accuse. 

The two uncles went down to the court to 
see what could be done, Uncle Tom to scold, 
and Uncle Jack to urge "peace at any price." 

Soon after the aunts left, and Dorothy 
heaved a sigh of relief. She had never felt 
so much alone in the world before. To her 
mother in her present state it was useless to 
go; and when she thought of that dear impul- 
sive mother so changed, her anger rose and 
her heart thumped so that she felt there must 
be an evil spirit in her, struggling for mas- 
tery, and at each throb his victory seemed more 
assured. For herself she could have borne • 
anything — hardness, coldness, ingratitude, in- 
justice even; but for her mother and father 
to be made the victims seemed more than she 
could accept with resignation. Why did God 
give Arthur a stone instead of a heart! One 
word from him of kindness would go such a 
long way to help her mother's recovery. Yet 
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that one word he would not speak, and the one 
look that would heal he denied her who had 
been such a true mother to him. "This was 
a trial that did not come from God," she in- 
sisted. 

At this point in her meditation she was 
called to entertain a certain voluble lady who 
had come to condole with the afflicted family. 
The papers had given the story to the world 
that morning. The lady inveighed against 
such troubles being sent and confirmed poor 
Dorothy in her blind reasoning, the reasoning 
that led away from peace. 

"No," she told the girl, "God did not send 
such troubles. He loved his own too much. 
It was Satan himself who sent this trial," and 
so on. 

After her visitor's departure Dorothy was, 
naturally, even less at peace than she had been 
before. She longed for a talk with Eva; but 
it would have been useless after all, for she 
would never bring herself to tell Eva how 
Arthur had acted and, to her, this was the 
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part of the cross that she could not make her- 
self bear willingly. It seemed so needless and 
heartless. Sister Frances's counsel would 
have been balm had she been near to find out 
the truth for herself; but even to her Dorothy 
knew she could not pour out her heart without 
blaming Arthur. She might blame him to her- 
self, but no one else must reproach him. Only 
Joe understood and to him only could she talk 
freely without the fear of being misunderstood. 
But dwelling on the trouble was useless, she 
must do something active to quiet head and 
heart; so she bathed her hot face and went up 
to her mother. At the door she paused. 
"Repression, repression, repression! How 
long could it last?" To a nature such as hers 
it promised to be a long-drawn-out battle, with 
self-possession and self-control for watch- 
words. 

The mother studied the daughter's face anx- 
iously; but the girl stood the scrutiny bravely. 
"Is it in the papers?" asked Clare calmly. 
Dorothy was tempted to answer "No," but 
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her father's words rang in her ears, "Never 
tell a lie, or act a lie even if you think it for 
some one's good." Of course this could not 
be followed literally with one in her mother's 
state, but, as far as she was able, she meant to 
be candid. 

"I haven't looked at the papers" (which 
really was the truth), fenced the girl. "We 
will not look at them, Mother! We are better 
off without any more pain." 

To her surprise, her mother acquiesced 
quietly. "Perhaps you are right, daughter; 
but promise me you will not hide anything 
from me. If she proves to be his mother, 
really, and I fear it is so " 

"Don't, Mother," cried the girl. "We will 
not believe until we must." Her mother's 
words seemed like a prophecy and they had 
given a death-blow to the daughter's hopes, 
for Clare's intuition had seldom proved at 
fault. 

It was long past noon when the judge and 
J oe returned, and one glance told the girl that 
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they had returned hopeless, convinced against 
their will. 

J oe told her the story. The woman was in 
a very much run-down condition and suffer- 
ing from a serious heart affection from which 
she might die at any moment. He had ad- 
vised Arthur to send her to a hospital, as sen- 
tence had been suspended owing to her condi- 
tion. Arthur had bluntly refused and had 
decided to take her that day to his apartment, 
where a nurse would take care of her. "You 
see I want my mother's funeral from my own 
home," he had said with a harsh laugh. 

The woman's story seemed too well con- 
nected and backed by too many legitimate 
proofs to admit of its being a hoax. She had 
described her husband and told Arthur of a 
slight deformity he had, and of which no one 
knew but his foster-parents and Joe himself. 
It had not been a secret to the street children, 
when Joe and Arthur had played together on 

West '• Street. Arthur had been proud of 

his foot of only four toes, and the other young- 
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sters had envied him. The woman said his 
father had been afflicted in the same way. 

Joe determined to set out that very evening 
to Joyceville, where the woman claimed that 
her father and family had lived and died, and 
where she had met and married Arthur's fa- 
ther. He also was Arthur Brazier and had 
been a clerk in a dry-goods house. 

Every detail was given so freely and so fear- 
lessly that the young man's heart had sunk, 
and when he asked for the marriage license 
she quickly handed it over. The Baptism 
certificate, she told him, could be verified at 

St. Church, this city; but he must go to 

Joyceville to verify the marriage license. 

She had an old dilapidated bag, which she 
had held on to for dear life ever since her ar- 
rest. It seems she was never seen without this 
particular bag. Out of this receptacle she 
brought forth her proofs, yellow with age but 
still legible. The wedding-ring which she 
wore had her husband's initials and her own 
engraved within. From the bag she took a 
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little yellow baby dress and one worn baby 
shoe. These mementos proved, at least, that 
the mother had not altogether died in her heart. 

At the moment of losing hope Joe had 
clenched his hands and wished that the old hag, 
for hag he called her in his anger, was dead, 
though, now that she had declared herself, even 
death could not remove the stigma that she 
was Arthur's mother. Why had she been con- 
tent to keep quiet all these years and now de- 
clare herself, now when she had the power to 
ruin her son's career! True, she had whim- 
peringly declared that she had never meant 
to intrude her relationship, but had been 
goaded into it by her son's expression of scorn 
on that fateful morning. Uncle Tom had 
stormed to Arthur about doing so-called jus- 
tice to a mother who had never shown common 
humanity to her son; and Uncle Jack had 
pleaded to send her to a hospital, but all to no 
avail. Arthur had coldly listened and had re- 
fused to be influenced. 
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The following morning Dr. Joe set out for 
Joyceville and Uncle Tom rushed around 
to the newspaper offices, putting in advertise- 
ments for a woman named Connors who had 

lived in West Street, in the summer of 

188 — . Joe had little hope that his trip would 
throw any light on the subject. He verified 
the license and questioned many people about 
the town, but none of them had any informa- 
tion to give him about Brazier. 

Of Arthur's grandfather, John West, many 
could speak and none of them kindly. He had 
left a name despised by his townspeople. He 
was a hard, cruel man who worked his em- 
ployees to death and tyrannized over his family. 
An old man in a leading dry-goods house 
dimly remembered a Brazier working for 
them many years ago. Yes, now he remem- 
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bered it all. Brazier had worked there a year, 
not more. He had drifted there from New 
York and had gone back there. He was a 
quiet, delicate looking fellow, really in con- 
sumption or near it, when he married Bessie 
West. He faintly remembered the girl, blue 
eyes, brown hair. 

"Yes," Joe agreed, blue eyes, but the hair 
was now gray. 

The father had been a monster with steel 
blue eyes, as hard and cold as eyes could be. 
He had been a self-made man and despised 
those less fortunate than himself. As he 
mounted the ladder he kicked the rungs away 
by which he had climbed, lest the way be 
made easier for some one less fortunate. Joe 
understood now where Arthur got some of his 
hard, cold traits; He must be more lenient 
with the poor fellow in future. 

West's son had been a weakling and had 
gone through his share of the money left by 
his father, and the other daughter had been 
lost in an earthquake in Japan many years 
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ago. This was all the information the young 
man could glean, and he returned more con- 
vinced than ever of the truth of the woman's 
story, 

Arthur was not at all surprised and, though 
he thanked Joe coldly, he informed him that 
it was useless to take further trouble in the 
matter since the principal one concerned was 
satisfied. Joe vaguely wondered if Arthur 
thought that he, Joe, was rushing around the 
country purely and solely for Arthur's sake. 
To the latter he had not entered deeply into 
the history of his grandfather. He could not 
bring himself to paint for the grandson the in- 
human monster that had been the real, though 
remote, cause of the present tragedy. 

The next two weeks were spent by the judge, 
his brother-in-law, and Dr. Joe, in answering 
advertisements and following false clues. 
Upon all these wild goose-chases Arthur looked 
with disdain. He was convinced; then what 
further need for search! 

At the office, the other young lawyers hardly 
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knew the icicle that now walked in punctually 
at nine o'clock and as punctually left at four, 
and out of whose mouth no unnecessary word 
escaped. Heretofore his entrance had been 
like the coming of sunshine. His good humor 
and ready wit had transformed the staid old 
office into the house cheerful. Now, when he 
appeared, the joke froze on a man's lips, the 
atmosphere became oppressive, so much so 
that all heaved a sigh of relief when he left 
the room if even for a few minutes. He 
worked harder than any of them, but there was 
no joy in his work, no enthusiasm. 

What he did in the evenings no one knew. 
How much time, if any, he spent in his moth- 
er's company no one asked, though the nurse 
could have told them. He never set foot in 
the old home and, though he inquired for 
Clare, he never went to see her. 

"Perhaps," Joe had argued, "he can not 
trust himself ; his ice might melt in her pres- 
ence, and he does not want it to melt." 

"Then he should want it to melt," insisted 
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Dorothy, Joe had told her very little of Ar- 
thur's grandfather, never dreaming that the 
story would have helped her to understand her 
foster-brother as nothing else could. 

As the days went on Dorothy was not any 
nearer to finding peace than she had been on 
the first day. Her mother's unnatural calm 
and her sweet patience were like the stab of 
a sword in the girFs heart. At times she would 
rush out of the house and, after walking for 
endless blocks, would turn in to the dear old 
church where she had gone as a child and there 
try to pray. She begged to have the cross 
taken away, vehemently besought God to have 
pity on her mother and father, but could not 
add, as did her mother, "Nevertheless not my 
will but Thine." The heavens were as brass 
and the stone that now seemed to have taken v 
the place of her heart refused to melt, and 
when she looked up at the statue of Our Lady, 
that statue which she had so loved as a child, 
the Infant seemed to be holding his arms out 
to some one beyond her, but never to her. 
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Christmas day dawned this year, despite 
trouble and sorrow, and as Dorothy looked up 
at the starlight sky and down at the sparkling 
snow all nature seemed glad and peaceful and 
she was outside of it all! Could this world 
and the world of a year ago be the same? 
She and Mary were the only ones who went 
to First Mass this year. Heretofore father, 
mother, and Arthur had been there; now 
mother was an invalid, a prisoner on one floor, 
father had aged so many years, and Arthur, 
she dreaded to think about him, had he really 
turned his back on God, too? It was too 
dreadful to contemplate, and she tried to make 
herself believe that, after all, perhaps he did 
go; they really knew so little of his life. Since 
her Santa Claus days had passed away, when 
she and Arthur had lain awake half the night 
in order to be up in time to find the stockings 
in the dull gray dawn, Christmas morning, 
before the stars had set, had grown to have a 
happier and a holier meaning. No other Mass 
seemed like this Mass at break of day, and 
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Christmas would not be Christmas without 
it. 

Even on this sad Christmas morning a little 
of the peace that was proclaimed in the plains 
of Judea welled into the girl's heart and she 
understood vaguely that there really can be 
peace in the midst of strife. She had a fleet- 
ing glimpse of the peace we all sigh for, the 
peace that comes to some of us but seldom and 
in small measure, and to others in abundance. 

Once outside the church the peace she had 
felt as she had listened to the Christmas music 
seemed to desert her. The glad greetings of 
the congregation to one another and the wishes 
for a "Merry Christmas" to her now sounded 
like a mockery. Only last year she had felt like 
these others! Still it was good to think that 
there were people in the world who could say 
"Merry Christmas." Had she been older she 
would have known that many of thejn said it 
with a heavy enough heart, but had learned 
wisdom and had even found peace in the school 
of sorrow. 
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The months dragged along and Dr. Joe an- 
nounced that Clare was getting, well slowly 
but surely; she still, however, was forbidden 
to go up or down stairs, and not until June 
would this embargo be removed. It was de- 
cided that they would take a cottage at Sea 
View for the summer. It was not far from 
the city and Joe could run down frequently to 
see his patient. 

They had all, somehow, come to look upon 
him as the brains of the establishment and 
' Dorothy had discovered that life without him 
would be something of which she could not 
bear to think. In a moment, when the young 
man had been off his guard, she had discov- 
ered his secret and she carried the look in her 
heart. She was sure that he loved her and so 
she could now acknowledge to herself that she 
loved him madly, and was content to wait until 
he spoke. She knew he was struggling against 
asking the question for reasons that did credit 
to him. He was too generous to ask now 
when he was so much needed but, if she re- 
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fused and sent him away, they would be rud- 
derless, and if she accepted it might be his help, 
not himself, that she might accept. She loved 
him all the more for this "sublime self-renun- 
ciation," as she called it, and at times she 
longed to tell him that it was unnecessary, but 
her pride rebelled at thus offering herself ; and 
so for poor Joe the struggle went on. A hun- 
dred times a day he told himself that he could 
not hold out a moment longer. 

Arthur's mother, meanwhile, was becoming 
weaker and weaker and might go off at any 
moment and still might last for months. 

Clare often mentioned this fact to her daugh- 
ter and anxiously scanned the girl's face. 

"What do you mean, Mother?" Dorothy 
asked one day, made uneasy by her mother's 
repeatedly recurring to the same subject. 

"Oh, daughter dear, if I could only go to 
her! She may die without ever making her 
peace with God! Think what that would 
mean! We here and not moving a hand to 
help!" 
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What did her mother mean? Did she want 
her, Dorothy, to go to that woman? 
"Mother !" cried the girl, "I can't; I don't 
know how to help. Ask Aunt Mabel." ^ 

"No," sighed the mother, "Aunt Mabel 
would never do. She can not forgive her, and 
it must be some one who can. Alice tried, 
but was a hopeless failure. She preaches, you 
know, a little too much to do any good. Dear 
girlie, won't you try?" 

Dorothy was on her feet in a moment walk- 
ing up and down the room. "You don't know, 
Mother, what you ask. I, too, hate her and 
he would think I was interfering. If Ijlva 
were here she might do it, but not I. It needs 
some one who is good, and all love as God is." 

But Dorothy saw that her mother was not 
convinced. 

"Do you hate her so much that you could 
see her go down into eternal darkness, with- 
out as much as lifting a finger to save her?" 
asked Clare quietly. 

"No, no," answered the girl, "I could not 
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hate like that. But she will not listen to me 
and I have no power to help if I tried." 

"If you really want to help," persisted 
Clare, "God will put words into your mouth." 

Dorothy stood motionless by the window, 
absently watching the falling rain. Suddenly 
her face flushed and she turned quickly away. 
She had seen the cruel Marie vivaciously talk- 
ing to a tall man, who was helping her over 
a puddle. The girl remembered with heat how 
the faithless one had sent Arthur back his ring 
the day after the court scene, with never a 
word of explanation. 

"Mother," she began, coming up to the in- 
valid's chair, "I will go to-morrow, and if I 
don't succeed pray for me and I will go again, 
and, as you say, God may help me." 

"God love you!" cried the mother, and for 
a moment the old fire lighted up the dear eyes 
and an impulsive kiss was the girl's reward. 

When Dorothy could escape to her room a 
storm of tears came, the first in months, and 
the flood relieved the pressure and courage 
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came with a determination not to look back. 
She went the next day as she had promised, 
but the sick woman received her with suspicion 
and refused every advance the girl tried to 
make. Dorothy was wiser than to broach 
the real reason of her visit and went away con- 
scious that nothing had been gained, and with 
a feeling of abhorrence for the woman, a physi- 
cal repulsion that she knew would make the 
battle all the harder. She made several more 
visits before leaving for the seashore, but, 
though she began to feel more at her ease with 
the woman, little progress was made. Flow- 
ers, fruit, and little presents were alike spurned 
and a suspicious look followed her if she 
moved about the room. It was fighting 
against great odds and most disheartening. 
It was impossible to broach the subject of re- 
ligion without first securing the patient's con- 
fidence. 

Dr. Joe now declared that Arthur's mother 
was improving and might live on until the win- 
ter, though there was no knowing when a 
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change might come. He promised to wire at 
once of any immediate danger, and Clare and 
Dorothy had to be content with this. 

Dorothy felt sure that her mother would 
have succeeded long ago; Joe was not so sure; 
but that was, of course, she told herself, due 
to his ridiculous blindness to her faults. 
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hree years, only three years, and yet how 



Dorothy as she looked out over the blue sea. 
"What a happy, happy time that summer had 
been and how different this!" She was sit- 
ting in the sand with an umbrella at her back, 
looking out over the same ocean she had 
watched with joy only three years before. 
Now all the joy seemed to be gone out of life 
and she was still young, only nineteen, but 
there did not seem any possibility of the tide 
ever turning. Her heart was full of passion- 
ate bating," as she herself expressed it. 

On this particular afternoon she was not at 
peace with God, the world or herself. She 
was in one of her rebellious moods and all na- 
ture seemed against her, the sky and the sea 
in particular. 




thirty- three years! So thought 
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She glanced towards the porch of their cot- 
tage and caught a glimpse of her mother re- 
clining in her invalid chair, an open book in 
her lap and her eyes on the sea. 

The hot blood rushed to Dorothy's head. 
At that moment she really thought she hated 
Arthur with all her might, Arthur, who this 
time three years ago had been her hero! Her 
dear, beautiful mother to be helpless, that 
laugh that had been so contagious to be 
hushed, perhaps forever! The thought seemed 
to smother her, and yet had any one else blamed 
Arthur she would have been the first to de- 
fend him. She heard a step, or rather felt it, 
in the sand, and said without turning: 

"Doctor, is it you?" 

In a moment he was beside her and had re- 
lieved her of her umbrella; but they were 
neither of them in a very talkative mood. 
Neither spoke for sometime, then Dorothy 
cried passionately. 

"I don't believe I love the sea any more! 
It is not calming; it is cruel and restless just 
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like myself. It is not like mother; she pos- 
sesses the peace of the eternal hills, yet she 
loves the ocean and is always soothed by it. 
To me now it seems always the same, always 
restless, uneasy, just like myself. It never 
changes at all; it is never comforted." 

"There you are wrong," answered Joe. "It 
is your mood that does not change, not the sea. 
To me it is never the same for two seconds. 
Look now! See the sunlight and the shadow 
Upon- the waters, see them chase each other. 
Don't yoireaU that change?" 

"Ah, well," said Dorothy, "the shadow is al- 
ways chasing and covering up the sunlight; the 
sadness of the sea is greater than the joy." 

"You are wrong again," returned Joe, "for 
the sunlight is getting the best of the shadow 
and soon the clouds will have passed and we 
shall have all sunlight. Don't go back on your 
old friend in your trouble. Surely," he added 
softly, "the sunlight will soon overcome your 
trouble." 

Dorothy looked at him sadly. "I wish I 

»> 
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could feel as you do; but do you feel it, or are 
you only saying it to comfort me?" 

"I do feel it," he answered earnestly. " 'God 
fits the back to the burden/ they say, and I 
know that He must lift it soon because it is too 
heavy for you. I can't express all I feel. 
You are better fitted to be the preacher than 
I." 

"Oh! You don't know me even for a mo- 
ment or you would never say that. I always 
knew I had a temper; but in the happy con- 
vent days I thought I had conquered it abso- 
lutely. Every one there thought me patient 
and some of them never knew I had a temper 
at all; but since this trouble has come I have 
completely changed for the worse; a hundred 
times a day I feel a real fiend in my heart; it 
seems like something alive that jumps and sets 
my blood racing. I hate that woman, and — 
and — sometimes I think I hate Arthur." 

"No, you don't," said Joe, looking down at 
the sand. "You must not say that, even to 
me. 



Digitized by Google 



202 The Prophet's Wife 



"Then why is he so hard and cruel? Is he 
the only sufferer? I could bear anything for 
myself, but to see those one loves being killed 
by it, inch by inch, seems too hard a trial to 
bear. Joe, I think Mother is a saint, if there 
ever was one!" 

It was the first time she had called him 
"Joe," and the color rushed to his face like a 
girl. Dorothy saw the flush, and not dream- 
ing of the cause exclaimed, 

"There, I have talked too much and am em- 
barrassing you with confidences; but I will 
promise not to do it again. I never told any- 
body so much before — and — and — I shall 
never do it again." 

"Don't say that," implored Joe. "I love to 
hear all you have to say; but I am at a loss to 
find words of consolation. God knows I 
would move heaven and earth to help you and 
save you pain!" 

"Indeed, indeed, I know you would," the girl 
answered impulsively, "and God only knows 
what you have done for us, and to-day you have 
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saved me from myself. I just had to blow off 
and you were good enough to listen, and though 
it is really raining now I am not going to say 
that the shadow has won, as I would had you 
not come, because you have helped me to be- 
lieve that 'Behind the cloud is the sun still shin- 
ing/ though it is hard to believe it at times If 
it were not for Mother's faith and yours I 
don't know what would become of me. But, 
come, it really is raining." 

Joe's own heart was as rebellious as hers, but 
his rebellion was that she must suffer. To 
know that he was powerless to lessen the pain 
made him restless and he determined to set off 
on another wild-goose chase; anything, he told 
himself, so as to be doing something active. 
His unspoken love seemed to be crushing his 
heart and there were moments when he felt 
that he must throw aside all considerations and 
tell her. But the thought that she might not 
be able to give what he asked held him back as 
nothing else could. 

During all this year Eva had written Dor- 



Digitized by Google 



204 



The Prophet's Wife 



othy long sympathetic letters. She was con- 
stantly referring to poor Arthur until her 
friend became impatient and longed to write 
that the pity should not be all on one side. 
She would tell Eva how he really had acted; 
but no, such disloyalty was impossible; and, 
after all, she herself pitied him more than Eva 
did. If Eva did not understand all it was only 
another trial. 

Sister Frances wrote frequently and urged 
the girl to write like her old self, complaining 
that her letters were stilted and seemed forced. 
But, though Dorothy longed to see her and tell 
this dear friend all, loyalty again prevented. 
Her mother's condition, while much better 
than it had been, still made an absence of even 
a few hours seem impossible. She knew that 
she could not even run up to see Sister Frances 
in peace. She would be in terror of what 
might happen in her absence. 

The summer passed away quietly, if not 
peacefully, and it was September once more. 
Soon after their return to the city Joe ap^ 
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peared and his restless, uneasy manner made 
Dorothy anxious. 

"What is it?" she asked quietly. "Any bad 
news?" 

"No, no," he answered, "only that I cannot 
bear to think of another winter. I am restless 
and have decided to go once more to Joyceville, 
not that there is anything new; but I suddenly 
thought of the priest who went frequently to 
see the woman who died claiming to be Ar- 
thur's mother. I called at the rectory 
and found that he had been transferred 
years ago and is now in Europe in very poor 
health and may, in fact, never return. Stupid 
that I never thought of him before, though 
doubtless he could throw little light on the sub- 
ject, as I don't believe the woman ever told her" 
real story. Thinking of him has made me de- 
termine to try once more for a clue though, to 
tell the truth, I have little hope of a happy re- 
sult." 

"Then why this wild trip?" asked Dorothy, 
and in spite of herself her voice trembled. He 
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would be gone three or four days and she 
needed his help so much! Mrs. Brazier was 
weaker, and what if anything should happen in 
his absence! 

"Don't go!" she pleaded. "She might die 
in your absence." 

"Well, there is nothing I can do for her," 
he argued. "Call Dr. Keene if any change 
should come." 

So he seemed determined to go and she felt 
that she had not the right to prevent him. If 
she had only known that he would have 
changed his plans in a moment had she only 
said, "Stay for my sake!" 

The day following the doctor's departure 
the change came. At three o'clock that after- 
noon the nurse phoned that Dr. Keene had 
been there and said that twenty-hours, at most, 
was all the patient could live. 

Clare and Dorothy looked into each other's 
eyes long and understandingly. 

"I am going, Mother," said the daughter, 
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"but oh, if it were only you there would be no 
doubt of the outcome." 

"I have no doubt as it is," answered the 
mother. "God bless you, dear I" and she kissed 
the girl fervently. Dorothy hurried away to 
hide the tears. 

She walked rapidly down the street toward 
the church. It was the first Friday and St. 
Church had Exposition all day. 

As Dorothy threw herself on her knees be- 
fore the high altar the ugly rebellious feelings 
that had tortured her for the past year seemed 
to melt away and she could not believe that they 
had ever been. It seemed so easy now to pray. 
She begged God to help her to-day for she must 
save a human soul both for that soul's sake and 
for her own, and she was so powerless alone! 
A wonderful peace entered her heart, and as 
her gaze wandered to the Blessed Mother's 
statue the Infant seemed to be smiling down 
at her and the little arms were outstretched to 
her. 
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When she rose from her knees and left the 
church she was strong, oh so much stronger 
than she had ever been in her life before. She 
was sure God would help her and most hope- 
ful of the result. 

She called at the rectory where Father Tier- 
nan, who had known her since her childhood, 
listened to her story and promised to be ready 
when called. 

"I will not leave the house until I hear from 
you," he said, "and if I don't hear soon I will 
go anyway." 

She thanked him and hurried away, certain 
that if there was one man in the world capable 
of saving a soul that man was Father Tiernan. 

The nurse met her at the door and told her 
of the patient's condition and of her restless- 
ness. 

"It is awful," she said, "but I fear there is 
little hope of your succeeding with her even 
now." 

Dorothy removed her wraps quietly and en- 
tered the sick-room. 
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"Why do you come now?" almost snarled the 
patient. "You want to watch me die and gloat 
over the good riddance it will be to Arthur!" 

"No, no," answered the girl. "Dead or 
alive, you are his mother. I only want you to 
go to God, where you will be really happy. 
You have had a hard life here and perhaps not 
all your troubles were your own fault; perhaps 
you had no one to help you when you needed 
help." 

"What do you care where I go?" asked the 
woman sharply. "Why are you so anxious 
forme?" 

"Because," Dorothy answered slowly, "first 
of all I know God wants you, and secondly be- 
cause my own mother is so anxious for you. 
Oh ! I can not tell you how anxious ! She has 
hardly thought of anything else for weeks." 

"Your mother!" cried the sufferer. "Why 
she must hate me ! I have been the cause of all 
her troubles." 

"She does not know what hate means," con- 
tinued the girl. "She is sorry for you, infi- 



Digitized by Google 



210 The Prophet's Wife 



nitely sorry for you, and one of her greatest 
crosses is, that she can not be with you now 
when you need a woman's help and sympathy." 

The hard face softened a little. 

"Tell me about her," she urged in an eager 
tone. "I can't believe it; and the judge — and 
is he now hard to such as me?" 

"No, no," said Dorothy, "he is even more 
merciful than ever." Then she tried to paint 
for the dying woman her mother's and father's 
life together, their aims and ideals (as she un- 
derstood them), and the practical application 
of all their theories. 

The woman listened spellbound. 

"I am not like them," Dorothy went on. 
"Sometimes I am very bad, that is, I am in my 
heart, and, if I were not protected as I am and 
had no one to care what became of me, perhaps 
I would be in your position to-day." 

The weak eyes were now on the speaker's 
face, and trust was beginning to dawn where 
suspicion had held full sway. 

"But tell me," she asked eagerly, holding the 
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girPs wrists as in a vice, "tell me again, why do 
you want to save me? Is it because I am Ar- 
thur's mother?" 

"I had not thought much of that at all," re- 
plied Dorothy. "It does not make any differ- 
ence whose mother you are. Even if you were 
nobody's mother, you are God's child and He 
wants to save you, and so do I, for no one's 
sake but your own. Your soul is just as valu- 
able as that of any king's, and God is offering 
you forgiveness and peace and rest. He has 
sent a pretty weak representative, so you will 
have to help me all you can. I can't save your 
soul, much as I long to do it; but you can and 
you musty oh, you must!" 

The woman relaxed her hold and sank back 
exhausted. "Go on," she whispered, "tell me 
more. How can God want such as me ? I like 
to hear your voice." 

It was a hard task and new to the girl and 
she felt that Father Tiernan could have spoken 
with much more eloquence and authority on 
this subject; however, she knew that the mo- 
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ment had not yet arrived when it would be safe 
to mention him. She spoke from her heart, 
and somehow the words seemed to come. 

"You almost make me believe that He can 
forgive!" cried the dying woman, sitting up in 
the bed; "but I am going to test you. If you 
can forgive I know that God will. Listen to 
me. I am not his mother. I was the nurse 
myself who, instead of stealing the child, took 
a large tin box containing all the proofs I have. 

"It was the night of the fire and she rushed 
to save the baby (the father was dead) , and she 
asked me to care for the box. I lost my head 
and ran blocks and blocks and finally to my 
own home, where I examined the contents of 
the box and among other things found fifty 
dollars. I loved money terribly, awfully, and 
the bills burned in my fingers. Well, I spent 
them, and after that restitution was impossible. 
In the beginning I had not meant to keep the 
box, but when I saw the money I lost my head. 
After a while I plucked up courage enough to 
investigate and found the house a complete 



Digitized by Google 



The Prophet's Wife 



213 



wreck and the mother and child had disap- 
peared as completely as if the ground had swal- 
lowed them. I really cared for them both. 
The mother was like the boy, attractive and 
lovable, and she must have had a hard time 
after that, as she had never been used to doing 
any kind of work. I never meant to claim that 
he was my son; but that morning in court his 
look of scorn made me want to take his pride 
down and I risked more than I meant to, and 
then it was too late to draw back. I have 
really been sorry every day since; but I was 
afraid they would put me in prison, and per- 
haps they will now, if I don't die." 

"Never, never," whispered Dorothy on her 
knees by the bed, her voice tremulous with 
mingled sympathy and joy, sympathy for the 
struggles and the weakness of the poor sinner, 
and joy, oh such joy! at the thought that the 
grief of the past year was at an end. "As long 
as I live I shall always care for you, and so will 
mother and all of us. Oh, it must have been 
an awful struggle, and no one to help you. 
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God must have found lots of good in you or 
He would not have given you the strength to 
tell all even now." 

"He must have sent you then," said the pa- 
tient. "I can't understand how you can for- 
give." 

"Ah, but I do," said Dorothy, "and it is not 
hard at all, and Arthur will too, I know he 
will." 

The woman looked at her in amazement. 
"If that is true, send for the priest, for I can 
then hope God will forgive." 

Dorothy tiptoed out of the room and in the 
hall met Arthur. 

"Arthur," she whispered, "she is not your 
mother. It has all been explained. It is a 
long sad story; but you must come in this min- 
ute and tell her you forgive her. There is not 
a moment to lose. She is dying and God will 
never forgive you if you do not forgive." 

He looked at her coldly for a moment; but 
there was a holy light in her eyes that held his 
eyes and took him out of himself. It was her 
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mother's spirit; it was the look he had fled from 
all this year, the one look that he knew he never 
could resist. There was no timidity in Dor- 
othy's manner now. 

"Go," she insisted, pushing him gently to- 
ward the door. And he went, impelled by a 
force stronger than himself. 

"See, he does forgive you," whispered the 
girl, as she and Arthur knelt together by the 
bed. 

Arthur looked into the woman's face. 
What had wrought such a transformation? 
She no longer looked repulsive. Taking her 
hand and looking directly into her face he said, 

"May God forgive me for the cruelty of the 
past year as freely as I forgive you." And he 
rose hurriedly and left the room. But a won- 
derful peace remained. 

Father Tiernan now took his place by the 
bedside and Dorothy stole softly out of the 
room, for her work was done. 



Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER XV 



A ring at the bell and the sound of Joe's 
voice talking to a stranger made Dorothy 
wonder; but she did not leave the hall where 
she and the nurse were momentarily expecting 
a summons from the sick room. They knew 
that the end was not far off now. 

After a wait of about twenty minutes Father 
Tiernan opened the door and sent for Dr. Joe. 
In a moment the latter was at the bedside. 
"Only a question of a few minutes," was the 
verdict. 

Dorothy lit the candles with trembling 
hands; presently Father Tiernan began the 
prayers for the dying, and at the words, "Go in 
the name of the Son who has redeemed thee," 
the poor soul passed to its Maker. 

One by one they stole away, Father Tier- 
nan, the nurse, and Dr. Joe, and Dorothy 

916 
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found herself alone for the first time in her life 
in the presence of death. But there was noth- 
ing to shudder at or tremble about. It was as 
if the peace of God had permeated the house. 
As she gazed upon the dead woman's face she 
began to understand, in a vague way, how God 
can love a soul even when hidden in a wretched, 
dissipated body. 

Suddenly she felt an arm around her. 
Some one was urging her to come away and 
rest. It was a sweet voice and a persuasive 
manner, a voice and manner so like Arthur's, 
that is, the old Arthur's, and Dorothy let her- 
self be led away without even knowing who her 
new friend was. Before she knew it she found 
herself reclining on a couch with Arthur's aunt, 
Miss West, beside her, for her new friend had 
hastened to solve the mystery. 

"There, dear," she reassured Dorothy, "we 
will tell you the whole story after you have 
rested a little. You have been through an 
awful ordeal; but, thank God, you have saved 
the poor soul and " 
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"Don't," pleaded Dorothy; "please don't 
say that. If you could only understand how 
little I had to do with it all. It was God first, 
and after that — my mother. I only succeeded 
because — because — But I hear Arthur's 
voice and oh, Miss West, it sounds like our old 
Arthur. He isn't going out without my see- 
ing him, is he? Ah! he has gone." And the 
girl buried her face in the pillow and began to 
sob. All her self-control seemed to desert her 
now that the crisis had passed. 

Miss West let nature have its way for a few 
moments, feeling that the "poor child," as she 
called her, needed the relief of tears. When 
the paroxysm had passed Dorothy was assured 
that the real Arthur, their Arthur, had come 
back forever and that he was now on his way to 
make what amends he could to the mother he 
had so grieved during the past year. 

"A great change has come over the boy," 
Miss West went on. "I told him about his 
grandfather, and it was enough to let him see 
the path he was choosing and where that path 
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led; but, thank God, he has awakened and 
turned in time. He has gone now to make 
reparation." 

Dorothy was on her feet in a moment. 

"I am not going to be lying here as though 
I were sick when she is so happy and he my 
own dear father, who is always only glad or 
sorry just as she is glad or sorry. Oh, Miss 
West, you seem like a good angel and I can 
not believe that I am not in a dream! I love 
you now as if I had known you all my life!" 
And she, who was usually so diffident, threw 
her arms impulsively around her new friend's 
neck. The embrace was returned with inter- 
est and, as Dr. Joe said, "there is no knowing 
when the love scene would have ended," but for 
his timely appearance. 

"Tell her everything from the beginning," 
commanded Miss West. "You know how to 
put it briefly, and that is an art I have never 
yet quite learned." 

"Well," began Joe, "I went to Joyceville, 
aimlessly as you know, and there found that 
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sober town in the throes of the greatest excite- 
ment. All I could get at at first was the fact 
that she had not been lost in the earthquake at 
all, in fact, she had been living abroad ever 
since her almost miraculous escape when the 
house she was in had fallen in ruins. After a 
day she had been found unconscious and had 
been carried to a vessel bound for the African 
coast. By a mistake she had been placed on 
board this vessel instead of on the hospital ship, 
which was anchored close by. By dint of per- 
sistent questioning I learned that she was Mary 
West, the younger sister of Bessie, daughter 
of John West, the manufacturer of Joyceville. 

"The next thing was to find the heroine; but 
this was at first a discouraging hunt. I was 
sent from post to pillar all over the town. At 
length I was informed that she might be at a 
certain Miss Ransom's in Hoytville, a village 
about twenty-five miles distant. I took the 
next train and arrived just about sunset and 
discovered that the cottage in question was a 
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good three miles' walk from the station and no 
rigs to be had. 

"However I reached the house about dusk 
and was very kindly greeted by Miss Ransom 
herself who, though very polite, informed me 
that her guest was resting and could not be dis- 
turbed. I knew I had no time to waste, so in a 
few words made known the reason of my visit. 

"The poor woman was so overpowered at 
the news that poor Bessie's baby had been 
found that I thought at first she was going to 
faint. 

" 'Bessie is dead,* she panted. 'The woman 
is an impostor, probably the nurse who took 
poor Bessie's all. But I must call Mary.' 
And she hurried upstairs. 

"In her absence my eyes wandered to the 
mantel and just over it hung the portrait of a 
sweet, bright-faced young girl with Arthur's 
expression at his best. 'His mother,' I said to 
myself and must have said it aloud, for I was 
startled by an exclamation behind me. Turn- 
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ing I came face to face with the long lost Mrs. 
Connors. 

" 'Yes,' she cried, 'it is his poor dear mother 
and I closed her sweet eyes myself; but/ and 
her tone became imploring, 'you remember the 
name of the people who adopted him? I have 
tried and tried for months to remember. 
When I came here first to wash for Miss Ran- 
som I saw that picture and it made me all of a 
tremble, it seemed so like a ghost, like a spirit 
come back. She saw how I felt and asked me 
if I had ever seen the lady. Then I told her 
all about that time in New York and the three 
girls, and though she cried and begged me to 
try I could not remember, and can not now, the 
name of the people who adopted him.' 

"I knew now that I had at last found the 
woman who could unravel the mystery. 'Clare 
Thornton was the girl's name/ I said, and with 
a scream the woman fainted away. 

"Miss Ransom and Miss West now hurried 
into the room and we soon brought Mrs. Con- 
nors to. Now for the story. 
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"Well, it seems that Bessie West had mar- 
ried Arthur Brazier, our hero's father, against 
her father's will, and he had immediately dis- 
owned his daughter and had forbidden his re- 
maining daughter and his son to have further 
communication with the culprit. 

"The girl and boy, both under twenty at the 
time, lived in such dread of their father that 
though they would have done anything to help 
their sister they were powerless and did not 
dare to disobey their father's order. He was 
pitiless and, when Mary screwed up courage 
enough to mention her sister's name her father 
flew into such a rage that the daughter ran 
and hid herself lest he do her violence. 

"Five or six years passed in this way and 
then the father died. In the will Bessie had 
been cut off completely. Mary put aside half 
of her share and deposited it in a bank in her 
sister's name, and then began a fruitless search 
for news of her sister. 

"It was not until ten years later that Mary 
found, in an old box in the garret, two letters 
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from Bessie, one to her father announcing the 
death of her husband and the treachery of the 
trusted nurse, who had taken even her wedding 
ring, which no longer would stay on her finger, 
she had grown so thin, etc. It was a letter that 
should have melted a heart of stone. The 
other was to Mary and pleaded with her to 
come on to New York or send some one for the 
dear boy, Arthur. She was dying, she wrote, 
and had no one to care for her own dear boy, 
her little baby. 

"After a fruitless search in West 

Street, where the people move in and out every 
month, Miss West, broken in health and spirit, 
and, now that her brother was dead, alone in 
the world, decided to leave forever the country 
of her birth and her sorrows and seek health 
and forgetfulness in travel. In all her travels 
she kept in constant communication with Alice 
Ransom, the chum of her young days. 

"For sometime Miss Ransom had thought 
her friend lost, as did the rest of the world; but 
after many months she was relieved to hear of 
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Mary's safety. She, Miss Ransom, did not 
feel it incumbent upon her to announce to the 
world that Mary West had been found, and 
did not really know it could make any differ- 
ence. She watched for news of Arthur still, 
though they had both really given up hope of 
ever finding the boy. Every Mrs. Connors 
she heard of she wrote to, and one morning the 
woman they had all been looking for so long 
appeared; not in answer to an advertisement, 
for she had never seen one, not being able to 
read, but to solicit work. It seems her hus- 
band had been killed in a mine disaster and so 
she had to look for work to support her family. 
Well, she saw Bessie's picture, and after that 
she told all she knew about the poor young 
mother's death and Arthur's adoption; but, 
try as she would, she could not remember the 
names of any of the girls or of the one in par- 
ticular who had chosen Arthur. 

"Miss Ransom immediately cabled to Miss 
West to return, as she felt sure that, now that 
the long sought Mrs. Connors had been found, 
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a way of unraveling the mystery must be forth- 
coming. 

"On the very morning of my arrival, Ar- 
thur's aunt had passed through Joyceville and 
had been recognized. Tired though she was 
she insisted upon accompanying me, and here 
we are, and my story is ended," 

When Joe had finished Dorothy turned to 
him, her voice tremulous with emotion. 

"Miss West has called me the good angel, 
but I would like to know what you have been!" 

Then turning to Miss West, "You don't 
know what he has been to us all this past year. 
I don't see how we could have lived without 
him. He has been brains and heart and hands 
for us all. Poor Mother would have died with- 
out him, Father would have been helpless, and 
as for me, if he had not been willing to listen to 
all my ill humor, I — I " 

But a kind arm stole around her and she 
could restrain herself no longer and burst into 
a torrent of tears. 

"There, there," coaxed her friend. "You 
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have actually frightened Joe away. Don't 
you know men get frightened when you weep 
over their goodness ; why they begin to think it 
must be time for them to spread their wings, 
and none of them seem in a hurry to ascend to 
heaven. Come, let us talk of the awful things 
he has done and he may come back to justify 
himself." 

Dorothy was soon laughing through her 
tears. 

"Now, I am going to find the doctor and 
send him in to see you professionally/* declared 
Miss West, laughingly, and before Dorothy 
could protest she was gone. 

In the hall the latter met Joe. "Go to her," 
she said. "The psychological moment has ar- 
rived." And there was a mischievous twinkle 
in her eye. 

Joe stood as one dumbfounded, but she did 
not deign to notice and passed on. 

How had she guessed? Joe, thinking as a 
man, could not for a moment conceive. 

"Dorothy," he whispered softly, for the room 
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was very still when he opened the door and he 
feared to disturb her, "do you feel able to talk 
to me?" 

She answered him with a look he had never 
before seen in her eyes, a look that caused him 
to throw discretion to the winds and hazard all. 

"Dorothy," he cried, "you think I have been 
noble and unselfish all the past year, when in 
reality it was a joy to do anything on earth to 
make you even the least bit happier. It has 
been agony for me to see you suffer. Oh, 
dearest, I have loved you so long that I can 
not remember the time when I did not love 
you. I really had not meant to tell you now, 
and in this house of death I suppose it is un- 
seemly; but I must speak; I can not keep the 
secret any longer; you can not dream how I 
have suffered keeping it so long." 

"My own dear Joe!" she almost whispered. 
"It has not been a secret at all. I have known 
it so — so " But here she became inarticu- 
late — perhaps Joe may have had something to 
do with it; be that as it may some time elapsed 
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before they became normal human beings 
again; then Dorothy remarked, 

"You certainly did choose a queer day and 
scene for your avowal, after such a wait; but, 
after all, let us remember that this house is 
blessed to-day by the visit of one of God's 
angels. Do you know I don't believe I shall 
be afraid to die when my turn comes; but oh, 
Joe, I don't want it to come soon now; yet that 
death seemed like a beginning, not an end." 

"There, there," coaxed Joe, "do not let us 
talk of it. It certainly was a blessed release 
for her, but we will not dwell on it. I am too 
happy to think of death; the world seems too 
good to contemplate leaving now. I am the 
happiest man that ever walked the earth ; many 
another girl would spurn me on account of my 
lowly beginnings; but I always knew you 
would not be influenced by such things." 

"What!" she cried, "the daughter of Judge 
and Mrs. Lee influenced by such thoughts! 
Indeed, I love you more just for those early 
struggles. I really think I first began to love 
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you the night you told me about your early 
life. Now tell me when you first began to love 
me?" 

"Oh, years and years before that!" he de- 
clared. "Do you remember the evening I 
sang 'Alice' at your aunt's and you cried and 
were so angry because I let you see I had no- 
ticed it? Well, I loved you from that day." 

"That is nonsense," she laughed. "You 
could not love a silly child, and I was hardly in 
my teens then." 

"But I did," he persisted, "and I longed to 
see you again and know you better; but I never 
got an opportunity until we met that first sum- 
mer at the sea." 

But while these delightful exchanges of 
reminiscences were going on Miss West was 
becoming impatient. "An hour," she argued, 
"was quite sufficient for the most elaborate pro- 
posal;" and, as she could hear them laughing, 
she deemed that the most serious part of the 
performance must be over, and so decided to 
end the interview, as the carriage had now 
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been waiting a full half -hour and John was be- 
coming impatient. 

She knocked upon the door rather more 
noisily than would have been expected from 
her, and there was a perceptible pause between 
her knock and her turning of the handle, 
though two happy voices had chorused "Come 
in." 

"Well," she declared, "what have you two 
been doing all this time?" 

"Why, I haven't been here ten minutes," 
averred Joe, fully believing he was telling the 
truth. 

"Dear Joe, tell her," whispered Dorothy, 
blushing prettily. 

Miss West's congratulations were as warm 
as her heart, and Dorothy believed the news 
had been a surprise, and Joe was too wise to 
tell all he knew. 
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After Dorothy had left her mother on her 
errand of mercy, Clare sat for a long time 
at the window. An open book lay on her lap ; 
but her eyes were not upon it, nor were her 
thoughts. She was thinking of her poor little 
girl and what she was to undergo during the 
following hours. The mother never doubted 
that the daughter would succeed. 

As the time wore on, Clare's mind drifted 
away from Dorothy, and Arthur seemed a boy 
again. The lassitude of the past year was 
slowly disappearing and, though still weak, the 
dull pain of the first shock was giving place to 
a more poignant grief at the boy's absolute de- 
sertion of her. She felt that it was not be- 
cause he could not forgive her; she was sure 
that his love, so sincere and freely given in the 
past, could not die in a day. No, she vaguely 
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felt, as did Joe, that Arthur was trying to 
crush this love from his heart; he was afraid to 
trust his icy heart to her influence. This was 
the only solution. How she wished that she 
could talk with him and show him that he was 
on the wrong road and that life would never be 
anything but a sea of trouble if he insisted upon 
keeping on as he had begun; even the death of 
this woman could hardly mend matters. 

Suddenly she straightened up in her chair, 
all attention. That familiar key in the latch, 
not gentle like Walter's; but a great rattle 
and a bang of the door and then — she must be 
dreaming. Who could be coming up two steps 
at a time? 

The familiar step stopped at her door. He 
would not have stopped. A knock, there was 
no mistaking; a sudden bursting open of the 
door and her boy was beside her. 

"Mother!" he cried. "Will you take me 
back?" 

"Thank God, at last!" she answered fer- 
vently as she held out her arms to him. Yes, 
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it was really her Arthur, the dear blue eyes had 
lost their coldness and the old-time lights and 
shadows greeted her. 

"Nothing you could say or do would be too 
bad for me," he cried, "after the grief I have 
caused you during the past year. I feel to- 
day as if I have just awakened from an awful 
nightmare. Mother, don't tell me that I am 
altogether responsible for this — this — change 
in you. You must have lost fifty pounds at 
least." There was such poignant grief in his 
eyes that Clare hastened to reassure him. 

"No, no, dear boy. The suspense of all 
these years when I realized that I ought to tell 
you, yet could not get up the courage to do it, 
brought on conditions that made the attack in- 
evitable." 

As she spoke the door opened softly and 
Walter entered to find Arthur and Clare once 
more looking into each other's eyes as of old. 

"Father!" cried the young man, but a spasm 
of pain passed over his face and for once the 
fearless blue eyes were cast down. He had 
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seen the lines grief had furrowed in that 
face, that kind face that he had always looked 
to for sympathy in his childish joys and sor- 
rows. Now, for the first time, he realized how 
little he belonged to himself and how much to 
these two foster-parents. Few of us, indeed, 
can suffer alone and few can be happy alone. 
Arthur despised himself in this moment of 
illumination as he had never dreamed he could 
despise himself. He understood, at last, that 
no one has a right to be selfish. The thought 
that he had been ungratef ul was most humiliat- 
ing, for he had always considered the ingrate 
the most contemptible of mortals. A great 
lump rose in his throat and a mist dimmed his 
sight; the familiar surroundings seemed to 
swim before his eyes. 

"Cheer up, sonny," said Walter, putting his 
arm around his boy. "The light in her face is 
all the compensation I need. I have always 
blamed myself for this trouble. Now don't in- 
terrupt me. We all meant well, and we have 
all suffered, but let us now bury the past. 
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Father Tiernan told me the good news just 
now; but you will have to tell it all over to 
Mother, and remember not to leave out a de- 
tail." 

And Arthur obeyed. Clare listened more, 
indeed, to his voice than to his story. It was 
so good to hear those deep tones again. "I 
love a bass voice," she was saying to herself. 

"Joe has certainly been more than a son to 
you," concluded Arthur. "I can not under- 
stand what made him so good to us all." 

Clare and Walter exchanged glances, which 
Arthur saw. 

"Tell me," he asked eagerly, "does Dorothy 
really care for him? I have half suspected 
something." 

"We can only suspect also," answered 
Clare; "but, I doubt not, we will hear some- 
thing soon, now that your troubles are at an 
end. I believe he was waiting, and a better or 
more devoted husband my girlie could never 
find." 

"He will never be cold, or hard, or treat her 
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as I have," said Arthur sadly. "She never 
looked so like you, Mother, as she did this aft- 
ernoon when she came out of the sick-room, 
I was cold as a stone when she came toward 
me; but when I looked into her eyes I seemed 
to see you, and when she spoke it was as if you 
had spoken, and I was as powerless to resist 
as I am to stop the Falls of Niagara. 
Mother, when I think of the havoc I have 
wrought in a year, I believe I shall never hate 
a human being again. When my aunt showed 
me what my grandfather had been I saw my- 
self as in a mirror, hard, cruel, despising the 
weak, loved by none and hated by many. I see 
now that Father chose the noble and honorable 
path and I am going to follow, even afar off. 
I shall leave the District Attorney's office and 
begin at the foot of the ladder, a lawyer for the 
defense and willing to defend the poor, first 
of all. I can see now what a hateful thing 
justice is without mercy, and I have not even 
been just, though I prided myself so much on 
the thought/' 
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"Try to forget the past, dear boy," said 
Walter affectionately. "I am going to leave 
you now with Mother. I have an appoint- 
ment downtown and you two must have the 
world and all to say to each other." 

After he had gone there was silence for a 
time, then Arthur spoke. "Mother," he be- 
gan, "tell me, are you satisfied with my plans?" 

"You could not do better than follow in his 
steps, but — but — you are very different men; 
you have not felt the call to sacrifice yourself 
that he had; what fills his soul and life I fear 
might not fill yours. Yours is a restless spirit. 
Though both your banners bear the same device 
I believe your very natures call for different 
paths." 

The young man looked into her eyes and 
understood. 

"You don't want me to give up my ambi- 
tions and think I might better be myself in a 
poor way than Judge Lee in a very rich way?" 

"Something like that I feel, but can not put 
into words. This year, hard as it has been for 
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you and for us all, has done a great deal for 
your character. I think I can now trust you 
absolutely. I do not believe you would abuse 
power if it should be entrusted to you." 

"You always understand and say the right 
thing," he exclaimed. "I am ambitious; but 
now I think I would be careful of the rights 
and feelings of others in my climb up the lad- 
der. A year ago I felt that, if I got the 
chance to climb, I would trample on anything 
that stood in my way." 

"Dear boy," she answered, her cheek against 
his. "It was hard, through the gloom, to see 
this day, but I have lived to see it and I can 
forget all the pain in the joy of this hour." 



Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER XVII 



The twenty-ninth of November dawned 
clear and crisp. Though the trees were 
now leafless, the sky was a deep autumn blue, 
and the frost in the air made the blood tingle 
in the veins. 

It was Dorothy Lee's wedding-day and the 
anniversary of her mother's and her grand- 
mother's bridal-days. 

Nine o'clock was the hour set for the Nuptial 
Mass, but long before that hour the church 
was crowded, for after the guests had been 
seated the edifice had been filled with the 
judge's admirers, and they were legion. 

To the strain of the Lohengrin March the 
bride, escorted by her father and looking 
ethereally beautiful, passed up the aisle to the 
sanctuary rail, where Dr. Joseph Smith, her 
future husband, met her, and the simple cere- 
mony began. 

240 
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As they knelt in their places, their eyes on 
the High Altar decked with palms and white 
chrysanthemums, no happier hearts ever beat 
more nearly as one. 

At the wedding breakfast Arthur, who had 
been the best man, and Eva, Dorothy's maid of 
honor, were the life of the party. No more 
charming bride had ever been seen, thought the 
mother, and, though Dorothy no longer could 
be her little girl, Clare, in her generous heart 
did not rebel. She was glad that Joe would at 
last have a fireside of his own, Joe who had had 
such an uphill life. That this fireside would 
not be far from hers both she and Dorothy 
had determined by taking a house on the 
block. She was thankful that her daughter 
had no fear for the future. They all knew 
Joe's true worth. 

As her gaze wandered to Arthur, full of 
spirits and more like his old self than he had 
been in so long, it all seemed a wonderful 
dream. Every day the wish grew stronger 
that he and Eva would grow to love each other. 



Digitized by Google 



242 



The Prophet's Wife 



She would make an ideal wife, Clare thought, 
high principled, unselfish and ambitious, just 
the helpmate for a man like Arthur. 

Miss West was enjoying herself as much as 
the youngest present. She was a woman 
who, despite her forty odd years, could never 
be anything but young, for her heart was 
young. She and Clare had grown very fond 
of each other in the last two months. 

Aunt Alice was at her best, and Uncle Jack 
declared a wedding was just in his line, some- 
thing that he really knew how to appreci- 
ate. 

Uncle Tom was in high spirits and his eyes 
frequently wandered to Arthur's face. He 
was more after Tom's heart than Dr. Joe. 

"It was good that Dorothy was happy and, 
after all, Joe was a fine fellow. He never let 
the grass grow under his feet." 

Aunt Mabel was supremely happy as she 
glanced from the bride's sweet, joyful face to 
Mabel's conscious blushes as the latter's fiance, 
seated beside her, whispered loving surmises 
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about the next wedding. Aunt Mabel felt sad 
and glad all at once. 

Eva, though happy in her friend's joy, ex- 
perienced a feeling of sadness, for which she 
could not account. She did not, nor could she, 
envy her friend; but she wondered vaguely if 
such things could be for her. This atmosphere 
of love, all these kind relations loving the bride 
and wishing her joy, these, she, Eva, could 
never have. But she was not by nature morbid 
and quickly shook off the feeling. She was 
beginning to care for Arthur more than she 
liked to acknowledge, and if she had only 
guessed that his admiration for her was fast 
growing into something stronger she, like 
Mabel, would be dreaming of another wedding 
day. 

As Dorothy and Joe drove off amid a shower 
of rice they declared that they were the hap- 
piest couple that had ever started on a honey- 
moon. 

"This time last year," said Dorothy, "I never 
thought I would be happy in my life again." 
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"Do not speak of those days," Joe implored; 
"they were so full of pain." 

"Ah, but for them I would never have really 
known you," she argued. "Now that the pain 
has passed I can understand why all that awful 
year was necessary ; but don't think I am going 
to be serious to-day. Oh, Joe, dear Joe, I am 
so happy!" 

Clare drew a sigh of relief when the last 
guest had departed. She and Walter longed 
to be alone; they had so much to talk about. 
After the events of the day had been gone over, 
Clare exclaimed, 

"How little we dreamed of this happy ter- 
mination to all our troubles. I feel as if 
Joe had always been our son, and what a dear 

he is! You see our experiment in 

Street has had more than one happy result. I 
shall never forget the first time I saw him. I 
protested against Mabel's taking him, but she 
saw further and deeper than I did. He 
seemed so hopeless and his surroundings were 
such that I could not dream it possible that he 
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would ever rise above them — and to-day he is 
our dear son-in-law. And Arthur, whom I 
loved from the first moment, is our dear son, 
for he declares we shall always be mother and 
father to him. Walter, his real nature has 
conquered the other, and even you, with your 
keen insight, now have nothing to fear. Tell 
me that you have not." 

"No," he answered, "my fears have been put 
to flight, for the prophet's wife has succeeded. 
You know I have always been a great believer 
in the influence of environment. Our experi- 
ment with Arthur seemed for years to refute 
my theories. Our ideals and your influence 
seemed to make little impression. He grew 
stronger in his aversions to the wretched. I 
could not understand it. It looked as if some 
hereditary trait was so strong in him that en- 
vironment counted for little. This conviction 
slowly grew upon me, and so I drifted on, al- 
most losing faith in my pet theory. But I 
could not lose faith in you and so I buoyed 
myself up with the thought that, even though 
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the prophet should fail, failure was an un- 
known word to the prophet's wife." 

"Now don't!" protested Clare, "I disclaim 
any credit of which you do not take part. I 
might have thought myself a visionary all these 
years did I not know that you, a man under- 
standing human nature as you do, thought me 
practical, and were inspired with the same de- 
sires and motives. Yes, I believe your pet 
theory has won in Arthur's case and with Joe, 
too, for had he never met Dr. Home he would, 
perhaps, never have conceived the idea of be- 
coming a doctor to 'help little chaps,' as he 
himself puts it." 

"Yes," answered Walter, slowly. "But 
here, I fear, we can not claim everything for 
environment. I am afraid there was some 
natural genius in the boy himself, for where 
did he get the perseverance to push along so 
doggedly until he met Dr. Home that day in 
the drugstore?" 

"Still," went on Clare, "he loved Dr. Home, 
and a nature like his does not quickly forget a 
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kindness done. Even when he was a mere 
baby he was an idol-worshiper. But there, I 
suppose, from the twinkle in your eye, I am on 
the other side of the fence. We women were 
not meant to stick to an argument, and what 
difference does it make which side I am on as 
long as they are both what they are?" 

"Not the slightest in the world," laughed 
Walter. "And now we are going to forget 
theories and problems and be young and light- 
hearted again. I have a secret. Judge Green 
is to take my place for a couple of weeks and 
we start to-morrow on a 1 second honeymoon. 
Yes, yes, Miss West has attended to your 
trunk; it is all ready. Now where would you 
like to go? Over the same ground, or " 

"Oh, the very same," she almost whispered 
"Dear Walter, how did you ever think of it? 
I love you to-day with a love of which I was 
not capable twenty-one years ago. Ah, that 
our girlie may understand love as we do to- 
day!" 

"Do you know," answered her husband, "I 
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think my love on that day was as the mountain 
stream, full of joy and gladness, dashing on 
toward the sea without the slightest realiza- 
tion of the splendor and grandeur of that 

vision." 

"And to-day V 9 his wife softly interposed. 
"To-day," he answered, "the mountain 
stream has seen the vision." 
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for Children. 0 60 

LETTERS OF ST. ALPHONSUS LIGUORI. 6 vols. 

Each, net, 1 50 

LIFE OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Rohner-Brennan. 0 60 

LIFE OF CHRIST. Busingxr-Brennan. Profusely illus- 
trated, net, 10 00 
LIFE OF CHRIST. Cochem-Hammer. 0 50 
LIFE OF CHRIST. Adapted from Businger. Mullett. 2 00 
LIFE OF SISTER ANNE KATHARINE EMMERICH. 

McGowan. net, 1 75 

LIFE OF VEN. CRESCENTIA HOSS. net, 1 25 

LIGHT FOR NEW TIMES. A Book for Catholic Young 

Women. Fletcher. net, 0 60 

LIGUORI. COMPLETE WORKS. Vols. I-XXIL Each, net, 1 50 
LITTLE MASS BOOK. Lynch. 0 06 

LITTLE OFFICE OF THE IMMACULATE CONCEP- 
TION. 0 05 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS. Adapted from Alban Butler. 0 60 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS FOR CHILDREN. Berthold. 0 60 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS, PICTORIAL. Shea. Illus- 
trated. 3 00 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS, SHORT. Donnelly. 0 60 
LIVES OF THE SAINTS, LITTLE PICTORIAL. Illus- 
trated. 1 25 
LOURDES. Its Inhabitants, Its Pilgrims and Miracles. 

Clarke, SJ. 0 50 

MANUAL OF HOMILETICS AND CATECHETICS. 

Schuech. net, 1 25 

MANUAL OF MORAL THEOLOGY. Slater, S.J. Vols. 

I and II. Each. * net. 2 75 

MANUAL OF SEXf-KNOWLEDGE AND CHRISTIAN 

PERFECTION. Henry, C.SS.R. Paper, 0.26; Cloth, ' 0 60 
MANUAL OF THEOLOG* FOR THE IJUTY. Geier. I 

MANN. C.SS.R. Paper, 0.25;^Cloth, { 0 60 
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MARY, HELP OF CHRISTIANS. Instructions, Legends, 

Novcnas, and Prayers. Hammer. 2 00 

MARY THE QUEEN. A Life of the Blessed Virgin for 

Children 0 60 

MEANS OF GRACE. Complete Explanation of the Sacra- 
ments. Fully illustrated. Roleus-Braendlb. 3 00 
MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. Baxter. net, 1 50 
MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. Hamow. 5 vols. net, 6 00 
MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. Veecbuysse, S.J. 

2 vols. net, 8 50 

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY OF MONTH. 

Nepvku-Ryan. net, 0 76 

MEDITATIONS FOR MONTHLY RETREATS. For Re- 

ligious. net, 0 50 

MEDITATIONS FOR RETREATS. St. Francis de 

Sales. net, 0 85 

MEDITATIONS FOR THE USE OF THE SECULAR 

CLERGY. 2 vols. Chaignon, S.J. net, 4 60 

MEDITATIONS ON THE LIFE, THE TEACHINGS, 
AND THE PASSION OF JESUS CHRIST. Ilg. 
2 vols. net, 3 50 

MEDITATIONS ON THE MONTH OF OUR LADY. 

Mullanby. net, 0 75 

MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. By a Passionist 0 50 

MEDITATIONS ON THE SUFFERINGS OF JESUS 

CHRIST. Pbeinaldo. net, 0 75 

MIDDLE AGES, THE. Sketches covering the period from 

the fifth to the fifteenth century. Shahan. net, 2 00 

MISCELLANY. Liguori. net, l 50 

MOMENTS BEFORE THE TABERNACLE. Prayers and 

Aspirations. Russell, S.J. net, 0 60 

MONTH, LITTLE. OF THE SOULS IN PURGATORY, net, 0 25 
MONTH OF MAY, LITTLE. net, 0 26 

MONTH, NEW, OF THE HOLY ANGELS. St. Francis 

de Sales. net, 0 25 

MORAL PRINCIPLES AND MEDICAL PRACTICE. 

Coppens, S.J. net, l 00 

MORE SPIRITUAL READINGS FOR MARY'S CHIL- 
DREN. Madame Cecilia. 0 50 
MY FIRST COMMUNION. The Happiest Day of My 

Life. Buchmann-Brennan. net, 0 76 

NEW TESTAMENT. S2mo, flexible cloth, net, 0 18 

NEW TESTAMENT. Illustrated. net, 0 60 

NEW TESTAMENT. (India Paper.) Leather, gold 

edges, net, 0 80 

NEW TESTAMENT. 12mo. 0 50 

OUR OWN WILL and How to Delect it in Our Actions. 

• Allen. net, 0 85 

OUTLINES OF NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. Gigot. net, 1 60 
OUTLINES OF SERMONS FOR YOUNG MEN AND 

YOUNG WOMEN. Schuen. net, 2 00 

PARADISE ON EARTH; or, A Religious Vocation the 

Surest Way in Life. Natale, SJ. net, 0 50 

PARISH PRIEST ON DUTY, THE. Heuser. net, 0 60 

PASSION AND DEATH OF JESUS CHRIST. Liguori. net, 1 60 
PASTORAL THEOLOGY. Stang. net, 1 50 

PATRON SAINTS FOR CATHOLIC YOUTH. Illus- 
trated. Vols. I, II. III. Man nix. Each, 0 60 
PATRON SAINTS FOR CATHOLIC YOUTH. Illus- 
trated. Man nix. Each, A 10 
St. Agnes, St. Aloysius, St. Anne, St. Anthony, St. 
Blase, St Bernard, St. Bridget, St. Catharine, St Ce- 
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cilia. St Charles, St Clare, St Elizabeth, St Francis 
Xavier, St Helena, St Joseph, St Louis, St Mar- 
garet St Martin of Tours, St Michael, St Monica, 
St Patrick, St Philip Neri, St Rose of Lima, St 
Teresa. 

PEARLS FROM FABER. Selections from His Works. 

Bruno we. net, 0 50 

PERFECT RELIGIOUS, THE. D'Orleans ob la Motte. net, 1 00 
PHILOSOPHIA MORALI, DE. Russa net, 2 00 

POLITICAL AND MORAL ESSAYS. Rickaby, S.J. net, 1 75 
PRAXIS SYNODALIS. net, 0 75 

PREACHING. Licuoai. net, 1 60 

PREPARATION FOR DEATH. Liguori. net, 1 50 

PRINCIPLES, ORIGIN AND ESTABLISHMENT OF 
THE CATHOLIC SCHOOL SYSTEM IN THE U. S. 
Burns. net, 1 75 

PRIVATE RETREAT FOR RELIGIOUS. Geiermann, 

CSS.R. net, 1 50 

PULPIT SKETCHES. Outlines of Sermons. Lambert, net, 1 25 
QUEEN'S FESTIVALS, THE. Instructions on the Feasts 

of the Blessed Virgin for Children. 0 60 

REASONABLENESS OF CATHOLIC CEREMONIES 

AND PRACTICES. Burke. Paper, 0.15; Cloth, 0 35 

RELIGIOUS STATE, THE. Liguori. net, 0 50 

RETREATS FOR SISTERS, TWO. Wirth. net, 1 00 

RIGHTS OF OUR LITTLE ONES. On education. Con- 
way, SJ. 0 05 
RITUALE COMPENDIOSUM. Sacristy Ritual. net, 0 90 
ROMA. Ancient, Subterranean, and Modern Rome in Word 
and Picture. By Rev. Albert Kuhn, O.S.B., D.D. 
Preface by Cardinal Gibbons. 18 bi-monthly parts, each 
0.35 postpaid. Subscription by the year, 6 parts, 2.00; 
complete work, 0.00. 938 text illustrations, 40 full-page 
illustrations, 8 plans of Rome in colors. The best and 
most thorough production of its kind. 
ROMAN CURIA AS IT NOW EXISTS. Martin, S.J. net, 1 50 
ROSARY, THE. Instructions on the Rosary for young men 

and women. Garbsche, S.T. net, 0 50 

ROSARY, THE CROWN OF MARY, THE. 0 10 

RULES OF LIFE FOR THE PASTOR OF SOULS. 

Slater-Rauch. net, 0 75 

SACRAMENTALS. The Sacramentals of the Church Ex- 
plained. Lambing. Paper, 0.20; Cloth, 0 50 
SACRED HEART STUDIED IN THE SACRED SCRIP- 

TURES, THE. Saintrain, CSS.R. 0 50 

SACRIFICE OF THE MASS WORTHILY CELEBRATED. 

Chaignon, SJ. net, 1 50 

SAINTS AND PLACES. Ayscough. Description of Italy's 

most historic spots. 22 full-page illustrations. net, 1 50 

ST. ANTHONY. ANECDOTES AND EXAMPLES. 

Keller. net, 0 75 

ST. ANTHONY, THE SAINT OF THE WHOLE WORLD. 

Ward. 0 50 

SAINT FRANCIS OF ASSISI: SOCIAL REFORMER. 

Dubois. 0 50 

SECRET OF SANCTITY. Crasset. 0 50 

SERMONS FOR CHILDREN OF MARY. Callerio. net, 1 50 
SERMONS FOR CHILDREN'S MASSES. Frassinetti. net, 1 50 
SERMONS FOR SUNDAYS. Liguori. net, 1 50 

SERMONS FOR THE SUNDAYS AND CHIEF FESTI- 
VALS OF THE ECCLESIASTICAL YEAR. 2 vols. 
Pottgeisse*. net, 8 00 
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SERMONS FROM THE LATINS. BAXTML net, 2 00 

SERMONS, FUNERAL. Wirth. Vols. I and IL Each, net, 1 00 
SERMONS, LENTEN. Wirth. net, 2 00 

SERMONS, NEW AND OLD. Wirth. 8 vols. Each, net, 2 00 
SERMONS ON THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 

Scheurer-Lasance. net, 1 50 

SERMONS ON THE DEVOTION TO THE SACRED 

HEART. Six. Bierbaum. net, 0 75 

SERMONS, SHORT, FOR LOW MASSES. Schouppe. net, 1 25 
SERMONS, SHORT. Hunolt. 5 vols. (Wirth.) Each, net, 2 00 
SHORT CONFERENCES ON THE SACRED HEART. 

Brinkmeyer. net, 0 75 

SHORT COURSE IN CATHOLIC DOCTRINE. For Non- 
Catholics Intending Marriage with Catholics. 0 10 
SHORT HISTORY OF MORAL THEOLOGY. Slater, 

SJ. net, 0 50 

SHORT MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. Lasausse. 0 50 
SHORT STORIES ON CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. net, 1 00 

SIMPLE INSTRUCTIONS FOR FIRST COMMUNION, 0 05 

SOCIALISM AND CHRISTIANITY. Stang. net, 1 00 

SOCIALISM: ITS THEORETICAL BASIS AND PRAC- 
TICAL APPLICATION. Cathrein, SJ. net, 1 50 
SOCIALISM, MORALITY OF MODERN. Ming, SJ. net, 1 50 
SOCIALISM, RELIGION AND CHARACTERISTICS OF. 

Ming, SJ. net, 1 50 

SOUVENIR OF THE NOVITIATE. net, 0 50 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE 

OLD TESTAMENT. Part I. Gigot. net, 1 50 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE 

OLD TESTAMENT. Part II. Gigot. net, 2 00 

SPIRAGO'S METHOD OF CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. 

Messmer. net, 1 60 

SPIRITUAL CONSIDERATIONS. Bucexer, O.P. net, 1 25 

SPIRITUAL DESPONDENCY AND TEMPTATIONS. 

Michel, SJ. net, 1 25 

SPIRITUAL EXERCISES FOR A TEN DAYS' RE- 
TREAT. Smetana, C.SS.R. net, 0 75 
SPIRITUAL PEPPER AND SALT. Stang. Paper, 0.25; 

Cloth, 0 60 

SPIRIT OF SACRIFICE AND THE LIFE OF SACRI- 
FICE IN THE RELIGIOUS STATE. Giraud-Thurs- 
ton. net, 2 00 

SPOILING THE DIVINE FEAST. Zulueta. 0 05 

STORIES FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS. Keller. net, 0 50 
STORIES OF THE MIRACLES OF OUR LORD, THE. 0 60 

STORY OF THE DIVINE CHILD. Lings. 0 60 

STORY OF THE FRIENDS OF JESUS. 0 60 

STORY OF JESUS. Simply Told for the Young. R. 

MULHOLLAND. 0 60 

STRIVING AFTER PERFECTION. Bayma. net, 1 00 

SUNDAY-SCHOOL DIRECTOR'S GUIDE. Sloan. net, 0 50 

SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER'S GUIDE. Sloan. net, 0 50 

SURE WAY TO A HAPPY MARRIAGE. Paper, 0.15; 

Cloth, 0 85 

TALKS WITH THE LITTLE ONES ABOUT THE 

APOSTLES' CREED. 0 60 

THEORY AND PRACTICE OF THE CONFESSIONAL. 

Schieler-Hbusbr. net, 3 50 

THOUGHTS AND AFFECTIONS ON THE PASSION OF 

JESUS CHRIST FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR. 

Bergamo. net, 2 00 

THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. Lasance. net, I 50 
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TRAINING OF CHILDREN. Madam* Cecilia. net, 0 76 

TRUE POLITENESS, LETTERS ON. Drmorb, net, 0 76 

TRUE SPOUSE OF CHRIST. Liguoei. 0 60 

TRUE SPOUSE OF CHRIST. Vols I and II. Liguoei. 

Each, net, 1 60 

VENERATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Rohneb- 

Beennan. 0 60 

VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS. Liguoei. net, 1 60 

VIGIL HOUR. Ryan, S.T. 0 06 

VISIT TO EUROPE AND THE HOLY LAND. Faie- 

BANKS. 1 60 

VOCATIONS EXPLAINED. 0 10 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Paper. 0 06 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Eucharistic Method. 0 10 
WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method of St. 

Francis Assist. 0 10 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method. Jesuit 

Father. 0 10 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method St. Al- 

PHON8U8 LlGUORI. 0 10 

WAY OF SALVATION AND OF PERFECTION. Medi- 
tations. Liguori. net, 1 50 

WAY OF INTERIOR PEACE. Brucker. net, 1 50 

WHAT CATHOLICS HAVE DONE FOR SCIENCE. 

Been nan. net, 1 25 

WHAT THE CHURCH TEACHES. Drury. Paper, 0.25; 

Cloth, 0 60 

WHAT TIMES 1 WHAT MORALS! Semple. S.J. Paper, 

0.15: Cloth, 0 35 

WITH CHRIST, MY FRIEND. Sloan. net, 0 76 

NOVELS, POETRY, ETC. 

AGATHA'S HARD SAYING. Rosa Mulholland. 0 60 
BACK TO THE WORLD. Champol. net, 1 85 
BEST STORIES BY THE FOREMOST CATHOLIC AU- 
THORS. 10 vols. 8 50 
BLACK BROTHERHOOD, THE. Gabbold, S.J. net, 1 85 
BOND AND FREE. Connor. 0 50 
BUT THY X)VE AND THY GRACE. Finn, SJ. 1 00 
BY THE BLUE RIVER. I. Claeke. net, 1 85 
CARROLL DARE. Waggaman. 1 25 
CIRCUS RIDER'S DAUGHTER. Beackel. 0 50 
CONNC D'ARCY'S STRUGGLES. Bebtholm. 0 60 
CORINNE'S VOW. Waggaman. 1 25 
DAUGHTER OF KINGS, A. Hinkson. 1 25 
DION AND THE SIBYLS. M. Keon. 0 60 
FABIOLA. Wiseman. Illustrated. 0 50 
FABIOLA'S SISTERS. Claeke. 0 50 
FATAL BEACON. Beackel. 1 25 
* FAUSTULA. Ayscough. net, 1 85 
FLOWERS OF THE CLOISTER. Poems. Sistee La 

Motte. 1 25 

FORGIVE AND FORGET. Lingen. 0 50 
FRIENDLY LITTLE HOUSE, THE, AND OTHER 

STORIES. Taggaet. 0 50 

HEARTS OF GOLD. Edhob. 1 25 

HEIRESS OF CRONENSTEIN, THE. Hahn-Hahn. 0 50 

HER BLIND FOLLY. Holt. 1 25 

HER FATHER'S DAUGHTER. Hinkson. 1 25 

HER TOURNEY'S END. Cooke. 0 60 

IDOLS. Naveey. 0 50 
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IN GOD'S GOOD TIME. R682. 0 50 

IN THE DAYS OF KING HAL. Taggart. 1 96 

"KIND HEARTS AND CORONETS." Harrison. 1 25 

LET NO MAN PUT ASUNDER. MariI 1 00 

LIGHT OF HIS COUNTENANCE, THE. Harte. 0 60 

LITTLE CARDINAL, THE. Parr. 1 25 

LINKED LIVES. Douglas. 1 50 

MARCELLA GRACE. Rosa Mulholland. 0 60 
MARIAE COROLLA. Poems on the Blessed Virgin. Hill. 1 25 

MELCHIOR OF BOSTON. Earls. 1 00 
MIGHTY FRIEND, THE. L'Erm itr, nwt, 1 60 

MIRROR OF SHALOTT, THE. Benson. 1 50 

MISS ERIN. Francis. 0 60 

MONK'S PARDON. THE. Navery. 0 60 

MR. BILLY BUTTONS. Lecky. 1 25 

MY LADY BEATRICE. Coon. 0 60 

NOT A JUDGMENT. Keon. 1 25 

OTHER MISS LISLE, THE. Martin. 0 60 

OUT OF BONDAGE. Holt. 1 26 

OUTLAW OF CAMARGUE. THE. D« Lamothe. 0 60 

PASSING SHADOWS. Yorke. 1 25 

PASSION FLOWERS. Poems. Hill. 1 26 
"PAT." Hinkson. ntt, l 86 

PERE MONNIER'S WARD. Lecky. 1 26 

PILKINGTON HEIR. THE. Sadurr. 1 25 
PRISONER'S YEARS. Clarke, net, 1 85 

PRODIGAL'S DAUGHTER, THE. Buoo. 1 00 

RED INN AT ST. LYPHAR, THE. Sadurr. 1 26 
ROAD BEYOND THE TOWN, THE, AND OTHER 

POEMS. Earls. 1 25 
ROMANCE OF A PLAYWRIGHT, THE. Bornier. 1 00 
ROSE OF THE WORLD. Martin. 0 60 
ROUND TABLE OF AMERICAN CATHOLIC NOVEL- 
ISTS. 1 60 
ROUND TABLE OF IRISH AND ENGLISH CATHOLIC 

NOVELISTS. 1 50 
ROUND TABLE OF GERMAN CATHOLIC NOVELISTS. 1 60 
ROUND TABLE OF FRENCH CATHOLIC NOVELISTS. 1 60 

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. L 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. II. A series of in- 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol.111. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. IV. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. V. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. VI. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. VII. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. VIII. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. IX. 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. X. . 

RULER OF THE KINGDOM. THE. Keon. 1 25 

SECRET OF THE GREEN VASE, THE Cooke. 0 60 

SHADOW OF EVERSLEIGH, THE. Lavsdowmb, 0 50 

SO AS BY FIRE. Connor. 0 50 

SOGGARTH AROON. Guinan. 1 26 

SON OF SIRO. THE. Copus. 1 50 

SONGS AND SONNETS. Egan. 1 00 

STORY OF CECILIA, THE. Hinkson. 1 26 

STUORE. Earls. 1 00 

TEMPEST OF THE HEART, THE. Gray. 0 50 

TEST OF COURAGE, THE. Ross. 0 50 

THAT MAN'S DAUGHTER. Ross. 1 25 

THEIR CHOICE, Skinner, 1 00 
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teresting articles 1 00 

on a great variety 1 00 
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much educational 1 00 
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illustrated. 1 00 
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THROUGH THE DESERT. Sienktswicz. net, 1 35 

TRAINING OF SILAS. Dbvine. SJ. 1 25 

TRUE STORY OF MASTER GERARD, THE. Sadubb. 1 25 

TURN OF THE TIDE. THE. Gbay. 0 50 

UNBIDDEN GUEST. THE. Cooke. 0 50 

UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE, THE. Taggabt. 1 25 
UP IN ARDMUIRLAND. Babbett. net, 1 25 

VOCATION OF EDWARD CONWAY, THE. Egan. 1 25 

WARGRAVE TRUST. THE. Rbid. 1 25 

WAY THAT LED BEYOND: THE. Habeison. 1 25 
WEDDING BELLS OF GLENDALOUGH, THE. Eable. n*t, 1 85 

WHEN LOVE IS STRONG. Keon. 1 25 

WOMAN OF FORTUNE. Chbibtian Rbid. 1 25 

WORLD WELL LOST, THE. Rdbebtson. 0 76 

JUVENILES. 

ALTHEA. Nibdlinoss. 0 60 

ADVENTURE WITH THE APACHES, AN. Fbbby. o 45 

AS GOLD IN THE FURNACE. Copus. 0 85 

AS TRUE AS GOLD. Mannix. 0 45 

BELL FOUNDRY. THE. Schachihc. 0 45 

BERKLEYS, THE. Wight. 0 45 

BEST FOOT FORWARD, THE. Finn. 0 85 

BETWEEN FRIENDS. Aumbbuc 0 85 

BISTOURI. Mblandbx. 0 45 

BLISSYLVANIA POST-OFFICE, THE. Taggabt. 0 46 

BOB-O'-LINK. Waggaman. 0 46 

BROWNIE AND I. Aumeble. 0 85 

BUNT AND BILL. C Mulholland. 0 45 

BY BRANSCOME RIVER. Taggabt. 0 46 

CAPTAIN TED. Wagoamam. 0 60 

(CAVE BY THE BEECH FORK, THE. Spalding. 0 85 

CHARLIE CHITTYWICK. Beabne. 0 86 

CHILDREN OF CUPA. Mannix. 0 45 

CHILDREN OF THE LOG CABIN. Delamabe. 0 85 

CLARE LORAINE. "Lee." 0 85 

CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT. Finn. 0 85 

COLLEGE BOY. A. Yobkb. 0 85 

CUPA REVISITED. Mannix. 0 45 

DADDY DAN. Waggaman. 0 45 

DEAR FRIENDS. Nibdlingeb. 0 60 

DIMPLING'S SUCCESS. C. Mulholland. o 46 

DOLLAR HUNT. THE. E. C. Mabtin. 0 45 

ETHELRED PRESTON. Finn. 0 86 

EVERY-DAY GIRL* AN. Cbowlet. 0 45 

FAIRY OF THE SNOWS, THE. Finn. SJ. 0 86 

FIVE O'CLOCK STORIES. 0 50 

FLOWER OF THE FLOCK. Egan. 0 85 

FOR THE WHITE ROSE. Hinkbon. 0 45 

FREDDY CARR'S ADVENTURES. Gabbold. 0 86 

FREDDY CARR AND HIS FRIENDS. Gabbold. 0 85 

FRED'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. S. T. Smith. o 45 

GOLDEN LILY, THE. Hinkson. 0 45 

GREAT CAPTAIN, THE. Hinkson. 0 45 

GUILD BOYS OF RIDINGDALE. Beabne, SJ. 0 85 

HALDEMAN CHILDREN, THE. Mannix. 0 45 

HARMONY FLATS. Whitmibe. 0 85 

HARRY DEE. Finn, SJ. 0 85 

HARRY RUSSELL. Copus, SJ. 0 85 

HEIR OF DREAMS, AN. O'Malley. 0 45 

HIS FIRST AND LAST APPEARANCE. Finn, SJ. 1 00 
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HOSTAGE OF WAR. Bonesteel. 0 45 

HOW THEY WORKED THEIR WAY. Egan. o 85 

IN QUEST OF THE GOLDEN CHEST. Barton. l 15 

"JACK." 0 45 

IACK HILDRETH ON THE NILE. Taggaet. o 85 

ACK O'LANTERN. Waggaman. 0 45 

UNIORS OF ST. BEDE'S. Bryson. 0 85 

UVENILE ROUND TABLE. First Series. 1 00 

TJVENILE ROUND TABLE. Second Series. 1 00 

JUVENILE ROUND TABLE. Third Series. 1 00 

KLONDIKE PICNIC. A. Donnelly. 0 85 
LEGENDS AND STORIES OF THE CHILD JESUS 

FROM MANY LANDS. Lutz. 0 50 

LITTLE APOSTLE ON CRUTCHES, THE. Delamabe. 0 45 

LITTLE GIRL FROM BACK EAST. THE. Roberts. 0 45 

LITTLE MARSHALLS AT THE LAKE. Nixon-Roulet. 0 60 

LITTLE MISSY. Waggaman. 0 45 

LOYAL BLUE AND ROYAL SCARLET. Taggaet. 0 85 

MADCAP SET AT ST. ANNE'S, THE. Bbunowe. 0 45 

MAKING OF MORTLAKE, THE. Copus, S.J. 0 85 

MARKS OF THE BEAR £LAWS, THE. Spalding, S.J. 0 85 

MARY TRACY'S FORTUNE. Sadlier. 0 45 

MELOR OF THE SILVER HAND. Bearne, S.J. 0 85 

MILLY AVELING. S. T. Smith. 0 85 

MORE FIVE O'CLOCK STORIES. 0 60 

MOSTLY BOYS. Finn. S.J. 0 85 

MYSTERIOUS DOORWAYS THE. Sadlier. 0 45 

MYSTERY OF CLEVERLY, THE. Barton. 0 85 

MYSTERY OF HORNBY HALL, THE. Sadlier. 0 86 

NAN NOBODY. Waggaman. 0 45 

NED RIEDER. Wehs. 0 85 

NEW BOYS AT RIDINGDALE, THE. Bearne, S.J. 0 86 

NEW SCHOLAR AT ST. ANNE'S, THE. Brunowev 0 85 

OLD CHARLMONT'S SEED BED. S. T. Smith. 0 45 

OLD MILL ON THE WITHROSE. Spalding, S.J. 0 86 

OUR LADY'S LUTENIST. Bearne, S.J. 0 86 

PANCHO AND PANCHITA. Mannix. 0 45 

PAULINE ARCHER. Sadlier. 0 45 

PERCY WYNN. Finn. S.J. 0 85 

PERIL OF DIONYSIO. Mannix. 0 45 

PETRONILLA, AND OTHER STORIES. Donnelly. 0 85 

PICKLE AND PEPPER. Dorsey. 0 85 

PILGRIM FROM IRELAND, A. Carnot. 0 45 

PLAYWATER PLOT. Waggaman. 0 60 

POVERINA. Buckenham. 0 85 

QUEEN'S PAGE. THE. Hinkson. 0 46 

QUEEN'S PROMISE, THE. Waggaman. 0 60 

RACE FOR COPPER ISLAND, THE. Spalding, S.J. 0 85 

RECRUIT TOMMY COLLINS. Bonesteel. 0 45 

RIDINGDALE FLOWER SHOW. Bearne, S.J. 0 85 

ROMANCE OF THE SILVER SHOON. Bearne, S.J. 0 86 

SEA-GULLS' ROCK. THE. Sandeau. 0 45 

SEVEN LITTLE MARSHALLS, THE. Nixon-Roulet. 0 45 

SHADOWS LIFTED. Copus, S.J. 0 86 

SHEER PLUCK. Bearne, S.J. „ 0 85 

SHERIFF OF THE BEECH FORK, THE. Spalding, S.J. 0 85 

ST. CUTHBERT'S. Copus. S.J. 0 86 

STRONG-ARM OF AVALON. Waggaman. 0 85 

SUGAR-CAMP AND AFTER, THE. Spalding, S.J. 0 85 

SUMMER AT WOODVILLE, A. Sadlier. 0 45 
TALES AND LEGENDS OF THE MIDDLE AGES. Capella. 0 50 

TALISMAN, THE. Sadueb. 0 60 
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TAMING OF POLLY, THE. Doasrr. o 85 

THAT FOOTBALL GAME. Fimr. S.J. 0 85 

THREE GIRLS AND ESPECIALLY ONE. Tagga*t. 0 45 

TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT. Moths* Salome, o 85 

TOM LOSELY: BOY. Copus. SJ. 0 85 

TOM'S LUCK-POT. Waggamah. 0 45 

TOM PLAYFAIR. Fxhk, SJ. 0 85 

TOORALLADDY. Walsh. 0 45 

TRANSPLANTING OF TESSIE, THE. Waogaman. 0 60 
TREASURE OF NUGGET MOUNTAIN, THE. Taggam. 0 85 

TWO LITTLE GIRLS. Mack. 0 45 
VIOLIN-MAKER OF MITTENWALD, THE. Schaching. 0 45 

WAYWARD WINIFRED. Sadlisb. 0 85 

WINNETOU, THE APACHE KNIGHT. Taggakt. 0 85 

WITCH OF RIDINGDALE, THE. Bbakms, SJ. 0 85 

YOUNG COLOR GUARD, THE. Bohmtml. 0 46 

BENZIGER'S STANDARD FIFTY-CENT LIBRARY FOR 
EVERYBODY 

Novels and Religious Books by the best Catholic Authors. Copy- 
right books. Substantially and attractively bound in cloth. Complete 
list of books in library sent on application. Each volume, $0. 50. 

CATHOLIC LIBRARIES 

Books of Religions Instruction, Novels, and Juveniles, put up in 
libraries of 10, 12, and 20 volumes, at $10.00, $12.00, and $15.00. 
Payable on the Easy Payment Plan of $1.00 down and $1.00 a month. 
List of libraries sent on application. 

SCHOOL BOOKS 

Catechisms, Readers (The Catholic National Readers, The New 
Century Readers), Charts, Spellers, Grammar, Bible History, United 
States Histories, Benziger's Advanced Geography, Benziger's Ele- 
mentary Geography, Graded Arithmetics, Three-Book Series of Arith- 
metics, Hymn book, etc, etc Complete list sent on application. 

PRAYER-BOOKS 

Complete illustrated catalogue will be sent on application. 

Sizes of books in inches: 48mo, about 8tfx2#; large 48mo, about 
4x2H; small 82mo, about 4tfx8; 82mo, about 4#x3tf; oblong 
82mo, about 554 x8#; 24mo, about 6>£x3#; oblong 24mo, about 
534x854; 16mo, about 6tf x4J4i small 12mo, 7x5. 

FATHER LASANCE'S PRAYER-BOOKS 

Leather. 

MY PRAYER-BOOK: HAPPINESS IN GOOD- ^ 

NESS. Reflections, Counsels, Prayers and De- 
votions. 16mo. 1 25 1 76—2 50 
MY PRAYER-BOOK. India Paper edition. 16mo. 2 00—6 00 
MY PRAYER-BOOK. India PaV*r edition. With 

Epistles and Gospels. 16mo. 2 26 — 2 75 
BLESSED SACRAMENT BOOK. Offers a larger 

and greater variety of prayers than any other 

book In English. Large 16mo. 1 50 2 00—4 50 
WITH GOD. A Book of Prayers and Reflections. 

16mo. 1 26 1 75-^6 00 
THE YOUNG MAN'S GUIDE. For manly boys 

and young men. Oblong 24mo. 0 76 1 25 — 1 76 
12 
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Leather. 
Cloth. Gilt. 

THE CATHOLIC GIRL'S GUIDE. Counsels for 
Girls in the Ordinary Walks of Life and in 
Particular for Children of Mary. Oblong 16mo. 1 25 1 75 — 2 50 

PRAYER-BOOK FOR RELIGIOUS. A complete 
manual of prayers for members of all relig- 
ious communities. Small 12mo. net, 1 50 2 50 — 8 50 

THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. Re- 
flections on the General Principles of the Re- 
ligious Life. Small 12 mo. net, 1 50 2 50 

VISITS TO JESUS IN THE TABERNACLE. 
Hours and Half-Hours of Adoration before the 
Blessed Sacrament lOmo. 1 25 1 75—2 75 

MANUAL OF THE HOLY EUCHARIST. Con- 
ferences on the Blessed Sacrament and Eu- 
charistic Devotions. Oblong. 24mo. 0 76 1 26 

SHORT VISITS TO THE BLESSED SACRA- 
MENT. Oblong 82 mo. 0 15 0 60 

MASS DEVOTIONS, AND READINGS ON THE 
MASS. Twelve methods of hearing Mass. Ob. 
24mo. 0 75 1 25 

THE SACRED HEART BOOK. Oblong 24mo. 0 75 1 26 

LITTLE MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY. Oblong 

32mo. 0 15 0 60 

A PIOUS PREPARATION FOR FIRST HOLY 

COMMUNION. 16mo. 0 75 1 25 

PRAYER-BOOKS FOR GENERAL USE 

ALL FOR JESUS. With Epistles and Gospels. 

Small 82mo. 0 80 0 40 — § 50 

BREAD OF LIFE, THE. A Complete Com- 
munion Book for Catholics. By Rxv. F. 
Willam. Oblong 24mo. 0 75 1 25 

COME. LET US ADORE. A Eucharistic Man- 
ual By Rsv. B. Hammer, O.F.M. Small 
82mo. 0 75 1 26 

DEVOTIONS AND PRAYERS BY ST. AL^ 
PHONSUS LIGUORI. A Complete Manual of 
Pious Exercises for Every Day, Every Week, 
and Every Month. Ward. 16mo. 1 25 1 75 

DEVOTIONS AND PRAYERS FOR THE SICK- 
ROOM. A Book for Every Catholic Family. 
By Rev. J. A. Kress, C.SS.R. 12mo. 1 26 

DOMINICAN MISSION BOOK. By a Dominican 

Father. 16mo. 0 76 1 60—2 00 

EUCHARISTIC SOUL ELEVATIONS. Thoughts 
and Texts Gleaned from Holy Writ By 
Rev. W. E. Stadelmam, C.S.Sp. Oblong 24mo. 0 60 0 00 

FLOWERS OF PIETY. Approved Prayers for 

Catholics. 48mo. 0 20 0 80 — 8 25 

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE. By Thomas X 

Kempis. With Reflections, etc 82mo 0 40 0 60 — 2 00 

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE. By Thomas 2 

Kempis. Without Reflections. 82mo. 0 85 0 66—1 75 

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE. By Thomas X 
Kempis. Illustrated. India Paper, Edition de 
Luxe. 82mo. 1 86 8 76 

GARLAND OF PRAYER t THE. A dainty prayer- 
book. Contains Nuptial Mass. 82 mo. l 26— i 50 

GOLDEN KEY TO HEAVEN. With Epistles and 

Gospels, Small 8800, 0 80 0 60—1 80 
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Leather* 
Cloth. Gilt. 

HELP FOR THE POOR SOULS IN PURGA- 
TORY. By Jot. Ackiimann. Small 32roo. 0 60 1 00 

HOLY HOUR OF ADORATION, THE. By 

Right Rxv. W. Stang, D.D. Oblong 24mo. 0 60 0 90 

IMITATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. After 
the model of the "Imitation of Christ." 
Small 82mo. 0 60 1 00 

IMITATION OF THE SACRED HEART OF 

JESUS. By Rev. Arnoudt, SJ. 16mo. net, 1 26 1 75 

INTRODUCTION TO A DEVblXT LIFE. By 

St. Francis ox Sales. Small 82mo. 0 50 1 00 

KEY OF HEAVEN, THE. With Epistles and 

Gospels. 48mo. 0 25 0 40—0 09 

LITTLE MASS BOOK. By Right Rxv. Mgr. J. 

S. M. Lynch. Paper. 82mo. o 05 

MANUAL OF THE HOLY NAME. 24mo. 0 60 1 10 

MANUAL OF THE SACRED HEART, NEW. 

Oblong 2 4 mo. 0 86 0 75 — 1 85 

MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY. NEW. 82 mo. 0 50 0 76 

MANUAL OF ST. JOSEPH, LfTTLE. By Right 

Rev. Mgr. A. A. Lings. Oblong 32mo. 0 15 0 60 

MISSION-BOOK FOR THE MARRIED. By 

Rev. F. Giraroet, C.SS.R. 82mo. 0 50 1 00 

MISSION-BOOK FOR THE SINGLE. By Rev. 

F. Girardey, C.SS.R. 32mo. 0 50 1 00 

MISSION-BOOK OF THE REDEMPTORIST 

FATHERS, THE. 82mo. 0 50 1 00 

MISSION REMEMBRANCE OF THE REDEMP- 
TORIST FATHERS. By Rev. P. Geier- 
mahk. 82mo. 0 50 1 00—1 60 

OFFICE OF THE HOLY WEEK, COMPLETE. 

16mo. 0 45 0 90 — 1 10 

OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By Right Rxv. 

Mgr. A. A. Lings. Oblong 24mo. 0 76 1 20 

OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By Right Rev. 
Mgr. A. A. Lings. India Paper edition. Ob- 
long 24mo. 1 50—2 60 

OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. By Right Rev. 

Mgr. A. A. Lings. Oblong 24mo. 0 76 1 20 

OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. By Right Rev. 
Mgr. A. A. Lings. India Paper edition. Ob- 
long 2 4 mo. 1 50 — 2 50 

OUR MONTHLY DEVOTIONS. By Right Rev. 

Mgr. A. A. Lings. 16mo. 1 25 2 00 

PEARLS OF PRAYER. The tiniest prayer-book 

published. Measures only 154x2 inches. 0 46 0 60 — 2 25 

POCKET COMPANION. Approved Prayers. Ob. 

48mo. 0 10 0 25—1 00 

PRACTICAL CATHOLIC, THE. Maxims Suited 
to Catholics of the Day. By Father Palau. 
Ob. 24mo. 0 60 1 00—1 60 

PRACTICAL CATHOLIC, THE. Maxims Suited 
to Catholics of the Day. By Father Palau. 
India Paper edition with illustrations. Ob- 
long 24mo. 1 25 — 8 00 

SERAPHIC GUIDE, THE. 24mo. 0 60 0 76 

VEST-POCKET GEMS OF DEVOTION. Oblong 

32mo. 0 20 0 85—8 00 

VEST-POCKET GEMS OF DEVOTION. With 

Epistles and Gospels. Oblong 82mo. 0 26 0 50 — 4 60 
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Leather, 
Cloth. Gilt. 

VISITS TO THE MOST HOLY SACRAMENT 
AND TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY. 
By St. Alphonsus Liguori. 32mo. 0 35 0 75 — 1 00 

PRAYER-BOOKS WITH LARGE TYPE 

KEY OF HEAVEN. With Epistles and Gospels. 

24mo. 0 45 0 90—3 75 

KEY OF HEAVEN. Epistles and Gospels. 82mo. 0 30 0 65—1 85 

POCKET MANUAL. Epistles and Gospels. Ob- 
long 82mo. 0 25 0 50 — 1 85 

WAY TO HEAVEN, THE. Contains many indul- 

genced prayers taken from the Raccolta. 32mo. 0 35 0 76 — 1 85 

PRAYER.BOOKS FOR CHILDREN AND FIRST COM- 
MUNICANTS 
BOYS' AND GIRLS' MISSION-BOOK Large 

48mo. 0 86 0 75 

iBREAD OF ANGELS. Instructions and Prayers 

Especially Suited for First Communicants. By 

Rbv. B. Hammer. O.F.M. Large 48mo. 0 25 0 66 — i 60 

CHILD OF MARY, THE. Especially for the Use 

of First Communicants. 32mo. 0 45 0 95 — 2 00 

CHILDREN'S PRAYER-BOOK, THE, By Riv. 

P. J. Sloan. Small 32mo. 0 20 0 60 

CHILD'S PRAYER-BOOK, THE. 48mo. 0 15 0 40—0 90 

DEVOUT CHILD, THE. With 18 full-page illus- 
trations of the Mass. 48mo. 0 10 
FIRST COMMUNICANT'S MANUAL. Small 

32mo. 0 35 0 65—2 60 

FIRST COMMUNION PRAYER-BOOK FOR 

SMALL CHILDREN. By Rbv. P. J. Sloan. 

Small 32mo. 0 20 0 50 

LITTLE ALTAR BOY'S MANUAL. Instructions 

for Serving at Mass, Vespers, etc. With 

prayers. 0 26 0 60 

LITTLE FIRST COMMUNICANT, THE. By 

Rev. B. Hammer, O.F.M. Small 32mo. 0 26 0 65 
PIOUS CHILD, THE. With 18 full-page illustra- 
tions of the Mass. 48mo. 0 12 0 45 
SHORT PRAYERS FOR YOUNG CATHOLICS. 

With Epistles and Gospels. 48mo. 0 20 0 45 — 1 95 

SODALIST'S. VADE MECUM, THE. Prayer- 

Book and Hymnal for the Children of Mary. 

32 mo. 0 40 0 65 

The following catalogues will be sent free on application: 

Catalogue of Benziger Brothers' Standard Catholic Publications. 

Catalogue of School Books. 

Catalogue of Prayer-Books. 

Catalogue of Imported Books. 

Catalogue of Premium Books. 

Catalogue of Libraries. 

Catalogue of Latin and Liturgical Books. 

A copy of ''Catholic Books m English" now in print in America 
and Europe will be sent on receipt of 50 cents. Bound in cloth, it 
contains over 5,000 titles and over 300 illustrations of authors. 
Supplements will be issued from time to time to make the catalogue 
as complete as possible, and these will be furnished free of charge 
to those ordering "Catholic Books in English." 
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